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PRELIMINARY. 


"  EAST  AND  WEST,"  the  title  chosen  by  the  Author 
for  his  new  book,  was  selected  by  him  as  an  appro 
priate  heading  under  which  he  could  gather  composi 
tions  penned  in  San  Francisco,  as  well  as  those  written 
three  thousand  miles  further  East,  in  New  York. 

The  poems  that  will,  perhaps,  possess  the  greatest 
novelty  to  English  readers,  are  those  descriptive  of 
life  and  scenery  on  the  Pacific  Slope. 

The  Publisher  has  much  pleasure  in  stating  that 
the  present  work  will  be  immediately  followed  by 
another  from  the  pen  of  this  popular  Author.  The 
new  book  will  form  an  appropriate  supplementary 
volume  to  "The  Luck. of  Roaring  Camp,"  and  "The 
Sensation  Novels;"  and  readers  of  those  much  ad- 
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mired  works  will  be  again  charmed  with  the  Author's 
mingled  pathos  and  humour. 

It  is  gratifying  to  know  that  the  Great  Eng 
lish  Master  had  read  some  of  his  American  pupil's 
compositions  before  passing  away  to  his  long  rest. 
Mr.  Forster  thus  writes  in  his  "Life  of  Charles 
Dickens": — "Not  many  months  before  my  friend's 
death,  he  had  sent  me  two  sketches  by  a  young 
American  writer  far  away  in  California,  ['The  Out 
casts  of  Poker  Flat/  and  another,]  in  which  he  had 
found  such  subtle  strokes  of  character  as  he  had  not 
anywhere  else  in  late  years  discovered;  the  manner 
resembling  himself,  but  the  matter  fresh  to  a  degree 
that  had  surprised  him ;  the  painting  in  all  respects 
masterly,  and  the  wild  rude  thing  painted  a  quite 
wonderful  reality.  I  have  rarely  known  him  more 
honestly  moved." 

PICCADILLY, 
Dec.  12,  1871, 


PART  I. 


EAST  AND  WEST  POEMS. 


A  GREY  PORT  LEGEND. 

(i797.) 

T^ HEY  ran  through  the  streets  of  the  seaport  town  ; 
They  peered  from  the  decks  of  the  ships  that 

lay: 

The  cold  sea-fog  that  came  whitening  down 
Was  never  as  cold  or  white  as  they. 

"  Ho,  Starbuck  and  Pinckney  and  Tenterden  ! 
Run  for  your  shallops,  gather  your  men, 
Scatter  your  boats  on  the  lower  bay." 

Good  cause  for  fear  !     In  the  thick  midday 
The  hulk  that  lay  by  the  rotting  pier, 
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Filled  with  the  children  in  happy  play, 
Parted  its  moorings,  and  drifted  clear, — 

Drifted  clear  beyond  the  reach  or  call,— 
Thirteen  children  they  were  in  all, — 
All  adrift  in  the  lower  bay  ! 

Said  a  hard-faced  skipper,  "  God  help  us  all ! 

She  will  not  float  till  the  turning  tide  ! " 

Said  his  wife,  "  My  darling  will  hear  my  call. 

Whether  in  sea  or  heaven  she  bide  :" 

And  she  lifted  a  quavering  voice  and  high, 
Wild  and  strange  as  a  sea-bird's  cry, 

Till  they  shuddered  and  wondered  at  her  side. 

The  fog  drove  down  on  each  labouring  crew, 
Veiled  each  from  each  and  the  sky  and  shore  : 
There  was  not  a  sound  but  the  breath  they  drew, 
And  the  lap  of  water  and  creak  of  oar ; 

And  they  felt  the  breath  of  the  downs,  fresh  blown 
O'er  leagues  of  clover  and  cold  gray  stone, 
But  not  from  the  lips  that  had  gone  before. 
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They  come  no  more.     But  they  tell  the  tale, 

That,  when  fogs  are  thick  on  the  harbour  reef, 

The  mackerel  fishers  shorten  sail ; 

For  the  signal  they  know  will  bring  relief : 
For  the  voices  of  children,  still  at  play 
In  a  phantom  hulk  that  drifts  alway 

Through  channels  whose  waters  never  fail. 

It  is  but  a  foolish  shipman's  tale, 

A  theme  for  a  poet's  idle  page  ; 

But  still,  when  the  mists  of  doubt  prevail, 

And  we  lie  becalmed  by  the  shores  of  Age, 
We  hear  from  the  misty  troubled  shore 
The  voice  of  the  children  gone  before, 
Drawing  the  soul  to  its  anchorage. 


A  NE  WPORT  ROMANCE. 

r  I  "HEY  say  that  she  died  of  a  broken  heart 

(I  tell  the  tale  as  'twas  told  to  me) ; 
But  her  spirit  lives,  and  her  soul  is  part 
Of  this  sad  old  house  by  the  sea. 

Her  lover  was  fickle  and  fine  and  French : 

It  was  nearly  a  hundred  years  ago 
When  he  sailed  away  from  her  arms — poor  wench- 

With  the  Admiral  Rochambeau. 

I  marvel  much  what  periwigged  phrase 
Won  the  heart  of  this  sentimental  Quaker, 

At  what  golden-laced  speech  of  those  modish  days 
She  listened — the  mischief  take  her  ! 

But  she  kept  the  posies  of  mignonette 

That  he  gave ;  and  ever  as  their  bloom  failed 
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And  faded  (though  with  her  tears  still  wet) 
Her  youth  with  their  own  exhaled. 

Till  one  night,  when  the  sea-fog  wrapped  a  shroud 
Round  spar  and  spire  and  tarn  and  tree, 

Her  soul  went  up  on  that  lifted  cloud 
From  this  sad  old  house  by  the  sea. 

And  ever  since  then,  when  the  clock  strikes  two, 
She  walks  unbidden  from  room  to  room, 

And  the  air  is  filled  that  she  passes  through 
With  a  subtle,  sad  perfume. 

The  delicate  odor  of  mignonette, 

The  ghost  of  a  dead  and  gone  bouquet, 

Is  all  that  tells  of  her  story ;  yet 
Could  she  think  of  a  sweeter  way  ? 

I  sit  in  the  sad  old  house  to-night, — 

Myself  a  ghost  from  a  farther  sea ; 
And  I  trust  that  this  Quaker  woman  might, 

In  courtesy,  visit  me. 
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For  the  laugh  is  fled  from  porch  and  lawn, 
And  the  bugle  died  from  the  fort  on  the  hill, 

And  the  twitter  of  girls  on  the  stairs  is  gone. 
And  the  grand  piano  is  still. 

Somewhere  in  the  darkness  a  clock  strikes  two ; 

And  there  is  no  sound  in  the  sad  old  house, 
But  the  long  veranda  dripping  with  dew, 

And  in  the  wainscot  a  mouse. 

The  light  of  my  study-lamp  streams  out 
From  the  library  door,  but  has  gone  astray 

In  the  depths  of  the  darkened  hall.     Small  doubt 
But  the  Quakeress  knows  the  way. 

Was  it  the  trick  of  a  sense  o'erwrought 
With  outward  watching  and  inward  fret  ? 

But  I  swear  that  the  air  just  now  was  fraught 
With  the  odor  of  mignonette  ! 

I  open  the  window,  and  seem  almost — 
So  still  lies  the  ocean — to  hear  the  beat 

Of  its  Great  Gulf  artery  off  the  coast, 
And  to  bask  in  its  tropic  heat. 


A   NEWPORT  ROMANCE. 

In  my  neighbor's  windows  the  gas-lights  flare, 
As  the  dancers  swing  in  a  waltz  of  Strauss  ; 

And  I  wonder  now  could  I  fit  that  air 
To  the  song  of  this  sad  old  house. 

And  no  odor  of  mignonette  there  is 

But  the  breath  of  morn  on  the  dewy  lawn ; 

And  mayhap  from  causes  as  slight  as  this 
The  quaint  old  legend  is  born. 

But  the  soul  of  that  subtle,  sad  perfume, 
As  the  spiced  embalmings,  they  say,  outlast 

The  mummy  laid  in  his  rocky  tomb, 
Awakens  my  buried  past. 

And  I  think  of  the  passion  that  shook  my  youth, 
Of  its  aimless  loves  and  its  idle  pains, 

And  am  thankful  now  for  the  certain  truth 
That  only  the  sweet  remains. 

And  I  hear  no  rustle  of  stiff  brocade, 
And  I  see  no  face  at  my  library  door ; 

For  now  that  the  ghosts  of  my  heart  are  laid, 
She  is  viewless  forevermore. 
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But  whether  she  came  as  a  faint  perfume, 
Or  whether  a  spirit  in  stole  of  white, 

I  feel,  as  I  pass  from  the  darkened  room, 
She  has  been  with  my  soul  to-night ! 


THE    HA  WK'S    NEST. 
(SIERRAS.) 

TI  7E   checked   our  pace, — the  red  road   sharply 
rounding ; 

We  heard  the  troubled  flow 
Of  the  dark  olive  depths  of  pines,  resounding 

A  thousand  feet  below. 

Above  the  tumult  of  the  canon  lifted, 

The  gray  hawk  breathless  hung ; 
Or  on  the  hill  a  winged  shadow  drifted 

Where  furze  and  thorn-bush  clung ; 

Or  where  half-way  the  mountain  side  was  furrowed 

With  many  a  seam  and  scar ; 
Or  some  abandoned  tunnel  dimly  burrowed,  — 

A  mole-hill  seen  so  far. 
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We  looked  in  silence  down  across  the  distant 

Unfathomable  reach : 
A  silence  broken  by  the  guide's  consistent 

And  realistic  speech. 

"  Walker  of  Murphy's  blew  a  hole  through  Peters 

For  telling  him  he  lied ; 
Then  up  and  dusted  out  of  South  Hornitos 

Across  the  long  Divide. 

"  We  ran  him  out  of  Strong's,  and  up  through  Eden, 

And  'cross  the  ford  below ; 
And  up  this  canon  (Peters'  brother  leadin'), 

And  me  and  Clark  and  Joe. 

"  He  fou't  us  game  :  somehow,  I  disremember 

Jest  how  the  thing  kem  round  ; 
Some  say  'twas  wadding,  some  a  scattered  ember 

From  fires  on  the  ground. 

"  But  in  one  minute  all  the  hill  below  him 

Was  just  one  sheet  of  flame  ; 
Guardin'  the  crest,  Sam  Clark  and  I  called  to  him. 

And, — well,  the  dog  was  game  ! 
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"  He  made  no  sign  :  the  fires  of  hell  were  round  him, 

The  pit  of  hell  below. 
We  sat  and  waited,  but  never  found  him ; 

And  then  we  turned  to  go. 

"And   then — you    see   that  rock    that's  grown   so 
bristly 

With  chaparral  and  tan — 
Suthin'  crep'  out :  it  might  hev  been  a  grizzly, 

It  might  hev  been  a  man  ; 

"Suthin'   that  howled,  and  gnashed   its  teeth,  and 
shouted 

In  smoke  and  dust  and  flame; 
Suthin'  that  sprang  into  the  depths  about  it, 

Grizzly  or  man, — but  game  ! 

"  That's  all.     Well,  yes,  it  does  look  rather  risky, 

And  kinder  makes  one  queer 
And  dizzy  looking  down.     A  drop  of  whiskey 

Ain't  a  bad  thing  right  here  ! " 


IN  THE  MISSION  GARDEN. 
(1865.) 

FATHER  FELIPE. 

T  SPEAK  not  the  English  well,  but  Pachita 

She  speak  for  me ;  is  it  not  so,  my  Pancha  ? 
Eh,  little  rogue  ?     Come,  salute  me  the  stranger 
Americano. 

Sir,  in  my  country  we  say,  "  Where  the  heart  is, 
There  live  the  speech."   Ah  !  you  not  understand  ?  So  ! 
Pardon  an  old  man, — what  you  call  "  ol  fogy," — 
Padre  Felipe ! 

Old,  Senor,  old !  just  so  old  as  the  Mission. 
You  see  that  pear-tree  ?     How  old  you  think,  Senor  ? 
Fifteen  year  ?     Twenty  ?     Ah,  Senor,  just  Fifty 
Gone  since  I  plant  him  ! 
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You  like  the  wine  ?     It  is  some  at  the  Mission, 
Made  from  the  grape  of  the  year  Eighteen  Hundred ; 
All  the  same  time  when  the  earthquake  he  come  to 
San  Juan  Bautista. 


But  Pancha  is  twelve,  and  she  is  the  rose-tree ; 
And  I  am  the  olive,  and  this  is  the  garden : 
And  Pancha  we  say ;  but  her  name  is  Francisca, 
Same  like  her  mother. 

Eh,  you  knew  her  ?     No  ?    Ah  !  it  is  a  story ; 
But  I  speak  not,  like  Pachita,  the  English : 
So  ?     If  I  try,  you  will  sit  here  beside  me, 

And  shall  not  laugh,  eh  ? 


When  the  American  come  to  the  Mission, 
Many  arrive  at  the  house  of  Francisca  : 
One, — he  was  fine  man, — he  buy  the  cattle 
Of  Jose  Castro. 
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So  !  he  came  much,  and  Francisca  she  saw  him : 
And  it  was  Love, — and  a  very  dry  season  • 
And  the  pears  bake  on  the  tree, — and  the  rain  come, 
But  not  Francisca ; 


Not  for  one  year ;  and  one  night  I  have  walk  much 
Under  the  olive-tree,  when  comes  Francisca : 
Comes  to  me  here,  with  her  child,  this  Francisca, — 
Under  the  olive-tree. 


Sir,  it  was  sad  j  .  .  .  but  I  speak  not  the  English ; 
So  !  ...  she  stay  here,  and  she  wait  for  her  husband 
He  come  no  more,  and  she  sleep  on  the  hillside ; 
There  stands  Pachita. 


Ah  !  there's  the  Angelus.     Will  you  not  enter  ? 
Or  shall  you  walk  in  the  garden  with  Pancha  ? 
Go,  little  rogue — stt — attend  to  the  stranger. 
Adios,  Sefior. 


IN  THE  MISSION  GARDEN.  25 

PACHITA  (briskly). 

So,  he's  been  telling  that  yarn  about  mother ! 
Bless  you,  he  tells  it  to  every  stranger : 
Folks  about  yer  say  the  old  man's  my  father ; 
What's  your  opinion  ? 


THE  OLD  MAJOR  EXPLAINS. 
\ 

(RE-UNION  ARMY  OF  THE  POTOMAC,  i2TH  MAY,  1871.) 

"  TXT'ELL,  you  see,  the  fact  is,  Colonel,  I  don't 

know  as  I  can  come  : 
For  the  farm  is  not  half  planted,  and  there's  work  to 

do  at  home ; 
And  my  leg  is  getting  troublesome, — it  laid  me  up 

last  fall, 

And  the   doctors,   they  have  cut  and  hacked;  and 
never  found  the  ball. 

"  And  then,  for  an  old  man  like  me,  it's  not  exactly 

right, 

This  kind  o'  playing  soldier  with  no  enemy  in  sight. 
'  The  Union,' — that  was  well  enough  way  up  to  '66 ; 
But  this  '  Re-Union,'-  -maybe  now  it's  mixed  with 

politics  ? 
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"  No  ?  Well,  you  understand  it  best  •  but  then,  you 
see,  my  lad, 

I'm  deacon  now,  and  some  might  think  that  the  exam 
ple's  bad. 

And  week  from  next  is  Conference.  .  .  .  You  said  the 
1 2th  of  May? 

Why,  that's  the  day  we  broke  their  line  at  Spottsyl- 
van-i-a  ! 

"  Hot  work  •  eh,  Colonel,  wasn't  it  ?     Ye  mind  that 

narrow  front : 
They  called  it  the  '  Death-Angle  !'     Well,  well,  my 

lad,  we  won't 

Fight  that  old  battle  over  now :  I  only  meant  to  say 
I  really  can't  engage  to  come  upon  the  i2th  of  May. 

"  How's  Thompson  ?   What !  will  he  be  there?   Well, 

now,  I  want  to  know  ! 
The  first  man  in  the  rebel  works  !   they  called  him 

1  Swearing  Joe :' 
A  wild  young  fellow,  sir,  I  fear  the  rascal  was ;  but 

then — 
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Well,  short  of  heaven,  there  wa'n't  a  place  he  dursn't 
lead  his  men. 

"And    Dick,    you  say,  is  coming  too.     And   Billy? 

ah !  it's  true 
We  buried  him  at  Gettysburg :  I  mind  the  spot ;  do 

you? 
A  little  field  below  the  hill, — it  must  be  green  this 

May; 
Perhaps  that's  why  the  fields  about  bring  him  to  me 

to-day. 

"  Well,  well,  excuse  me,  Colonel !  but  there  are  some 

things  that  drop 
The  tail-board  out  one's  feelings ;  and  the  only  way's 

to  stop. 
So  they  want  to  see  the  old  man ;  ah,  the  rascals  !  do 

they,  eh? 
Well,  I've  business  down  in  Boston  about  the  i2th  of 

May." 


"  S£  VENTY-NINE" 

MR.  INTERVIEWER  INTERVIEWED. 

TX'NOW  me  next  time  when  you  see  me,  won't  you, 

old  smarty  ? 
Oh,   I   mean  you,  old  figger-head, — just   the   same 

party ! 

Take  out  your  pensivil,  d — n  you ;  sharpen  it,  do  ! 
Any  complaints  to  make  ?   Lot's  of  'em — one  of  'em's 

you. 

You !   who  are  you,   anyhow,   goin'   round   in  that 

sneakin'  way  ? 

Never  in  jail  before,  was  you,  old  blatherskite,  say  ? 
Look  at  it ;  don't  it  look  pooty  ?     Oh,  grin,  and  be 

d — d  to  you,  do  ! 
But,  if  I  had  you  this  side  o'  that  gratin',   I'd  just 

make  it  lively  for  you. 
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How  did  I  get  in  here  ?     Well,  what  'ud  you  give  to 

know? 
'Twasn't  by  sneakin'  round  where  I  hadn't  no  call 

to  go: 

'Twasn't  by  hangin'  round  a  spyin'  unfortnet  men. 
Grin  !    but   I'll   stop   your  jaw  if  ever  you  do  that 


Why  don't  you  say  suthin',  blast  you?     Speak  your 

mind  if  you  dare. 

• 

Ain't  I  a  bad  lot,  sonny  ?     Say  it,  and  call  it  square. 
Hain't  got  no  tongue,  hey,  hev  ye.     O  guard  !  here's 

a  little  swell, 
A  cussin'  and  swearin'  and  yellin',  and  bribin'  me  not 

to  tell. 

There,  I  thought  that  'ud  fetch  ye.     And  you  want  to 

know  my  name  ? 
"  Seventy-Nine  "  they  call  me  ;  but  that  is  their  little 

game. 
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For  I'm  werry  highly  connected,  as  a  gent,  sir,  can 

understand ; 
And  my  family  hold  their  heads  up  with  the  very 

furst  in  the  land. 

For  'twas  all,  sir,  a  put-up  job  on  a  pore  young  man 

like  me ; 
And  the  jury  was  bribed  a  puppos,  and  aftdrst  they 

couldn't  agree. 
And   I  sed  to  the  judge,  sez  I, — Oh,  grin  !  it's  all 

right,  my  son  ! 
But  you're  a  werry  lively  young  pup,  and  you  ain't  to 

be  played  upon  ! 

Wot's  that  you  got  —  tobacco?    I'm  cussed   but   I 

thought  'twas  a  tract. 
Thank  ye.     A  chap  t'other  day — now,  look'ee,  this 

is  a  fact, 

Slings  me  a  tract  on  the  evils  o'  keepin'  bad  company, 
As    if    all    the    saints    was    howlin'    to    stay    here 

along 's  we. 
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No  :  I  hain't  no  complaints.     Stop,  yes ;  do  you  see 

that  chap, — - 
Him  standin'  over  there, — a  hidin'  his  eyes  in  his 

cap? 
Well,  that  man's  stumick  is  weak,  and  he  can't  stand 

the  pris'n  fare  j 
For  the  coffee  is  just  half  beans,  and  the  sugar  ain't 

no  where. 


Perhaps  it's  his  bringin'  up ;  but  he  sickens  day  by 

day, 
And  he  doesn't  take  no  food,  and  I'm  seein'  him 

waste  away. 
And  it  isn't  the  thing  to  see ;  for,  whatever  he's  been 

and  done, 
Starvation  isn't  the  plan  as  he's  to  be  saved  upon. 

For  he  cannot  rough  it  like  me ;  and  he  hasn't  the 

stamps,  I  guess, 
To  buy  him  his  extry  grub  outside  o'  the  pris'n  mess. 
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And  perhaps  if  a  gent  like  you,  with  whom  I've  been 

sorter  free, 
Would — thank  you  !      But,  say,    look    here  !      Oh, 

blast  it,  don't  give  it  to  ME  ! 

Don't  you  give  it  to  me ;  now,  don't  ye,  don't  ye, 

don't ! 
You  think  it's  a  put-up  job  j  so  I'll  thank  ye,  sir,  if 

you  won't. 
But  hand  him  the  stamps  yourself :  why,  he  isn't  even 

my  pal ; 
And  if  it's  a  comfort  to  you,  why,  I  don't  intend  that 

he  shall. 


HIS  ANSWER  TO  "HER  LETTER.'* 

RERORTED  BY  TRUTHFUL  JAMES. 

T)  EING  asked  by  an  intimate  party, — 

Which  the  same  I  would  term  as  a  friend, — 
Which  his  health  it  were  vain  to  call  hearty, 

Since  the  mind  to  deceit  it  might  lend  ; 
For  his  arm  it  was  broken  quite  recent, 

And  has  something  gone  wrong  with  his  lung, — 
Which  is  why  it  is  proper  and  decent 

I  should  write  what  he  runs  off  his  tongue : 

First,  he  says,  Miss,  he's  read  through  your  letter 
To  the  end, — and  the  end  came  too  soon ; 

That  a  slight  illness  kept  him  your  debtor 
(Which  for  weeks  he  was  wild  as  a  loon) ; 
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That  his  spirits  are  buoyant  as  yours  is  ; 

That  with  you,  Miss,  he  challenges  Fate 
(Which  the  language  that  invalid  uses 

At  times  it  were  vain  to  relate). 

And  he  says  that  the  mountains  are  fairer 

For  once  being  held  in  your  thought ; 
That  each  rock  holds  a  wealth  that  is  rarer 

Than  ever  by  gold-seeker  sought 
(Which  are  words  he  would  put  in  these  pages, 

By  a  party  not  given  to  guile  ; 
Which  the  same  not,  at  date,  paying  wages, 

Might  produce  in  the  sinful  a  smile). 

He  remembers  the  ball  at  the  Ferry, 

And  the  ride,  and  the  gate,  and  the  vow, 

And  the  rose  that  you  gave  him, — that  very 
Same  rose  he  is  treasuring  now 

(Which  his  blanket  he's  kicked  on  his  trunk,  Miss, 
And  insists  on  his  legs  being  free ; 

c  2 
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And  his  language  to  me  from  his  bunk,  Miss, 
Is  frequent  and  painful  and  free) ; 

He  hopes  you  are  wearing  no  willows, 

But  are  happy  and  gay  all  the  while ; 
That  he  knows  (which  this  dodging  of  pillows 

Imparts  but  small  ease  to  the  style, 
And  the  same  you  will  pardon), — he  knows,  Miss, 

That,  though  parted  by  many  a  mile, 
Yet  were  he  lying  under  the  snows,  Miss, 

They'd  melt  into  tears  at  your  smile. 

And  you'll  still  think  of  him  in  your  pleasures, 

In  your  brief  twilight  dreams  of  the  past ; 
In  this  green  laurel-spray  that  he  treasures, 

It  was  plucked  where  your  parting  was  last ; 
In  this  specimen, — but  a  small  trifle, — 

It  will  do  for  a  pin  for  your  shawl 
(Which  the  truth  not  to  wickedly  stifle 

Was  his  last  week's  "  clean  up/' — and  bis  a//). 
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He's  asleep,  which  the  same  might  seem  strange,  Miss, 

Were  it  not  that  I  scorn  to  deny 
That  I  raised  his  last  dose,  for  a  change,  Miss, 

In  view  that  his  fever  was  high  ; 
But  he  lies  there  quite  peaceful  and  pensive. 

And  now,  my  respects,  Miss,  to  you ; 
Which  my  language,  although  comprehensive, 

Might  seem  to  be  freedom, — it's  true. 

Which  I  have  a  small  favor  to  ask  you, 

As  concerns  a  bull-pup,  which  the  same, — 
If  the  duty  would  not  overtask  you, — 

You  would  please  to  procure  for  me,  game ; 
And  send  per  express  to  the  Flat,  Miss, 

Which  they  say  York  is  famed  for  the  breed, 
WThich  though  words  of  deceit  may  be  that,  Miss, 

I'll  trust  to  your  taste,  Miss,  indeed. 

P.  S. — Which  this  same  interfering 

Into  other  folks'  way  I  despise ; 
Yet  if  it  so  be  I  was  hearing 

That  it's  just  empty  pockets  as  lies 
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Betwixt  you  and  Joseph,  it  Toilers, 

That,  having  no  family  claims, 
Here's  rny  pile ;  which  it's  six  hundred  dollars, 

As  is  yours,  with  respects, 

TRUTHFUL  JAMES.* 


*  Further  Language  from  Truthful  James  will  be  found  at  p.  19 
of  'That Heathen  Chinee,  and  other  Poems,"  published  by  Mr. 
HOTTEN. 
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^\F  all  the  fountains  that  poets  sing, — 
Crystal,  thermal,  or  mineral  spring ; 
Ponce  de  Leon's  Fount  of  Youth  ; 
Wells  with  bottoms  of  doubtful  truth ; 
In  short,  of  all  the  springs  of  Time 
That  ever  were  flowing  in  fact  or  rhyme, 
That  ever  were  tasted,  felt,  or  seen,— 
There  were  none  like  the  Spring  of  San  Joaquin. 

Anno  Domini  Eighteen-Seven, 
Father  Dominguez  (now  in  heaven,—- 
Otiit,  Eighteen  twenty-seven) 
Found  the  spring,  and  found  it,  too, 
By  his  mule's  miraculous  cast  of  a  shoe ; 
For  his  beast — a  descendant  of  Balaam's  ass- 
Stopped  on  the  instant,  and  would  not  pass. 
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The  Padre  thought  the  omen  good, 

And  bent  his  lips  to  the  trickling  flood ; 

Then — as  the  chronicles  declare, 

On  the  honest  faith  of  a  true  believer — 

His  cheeks,  though  wasted,  lank,  and  bare, 

Filled  like  a  withered  russet-pear 

In  the  vacuum  of  a  glass  receiver, 

And  the  snows  that  seventy  winters  bring 

Melted  away  in  that  magic  spring. 

Such,  at  least,  was  the  wondrous  news 
The  Padre  brought  into  Santa  Cruz. 
The  Church,  of  course,  had  its  own  views 
Of  who  were  worthiest  to  use 
The  magic  spring ;  but  the  prior  claim 
Fell  to  the  aged,  sick,  and  lame. 
Far  and  wide  the  people  came  : 
Some  from  the  healthful  Aptos  creek 
Hastened  to  bring  their  helpless  sick ; 
Even  the  fishers  of  rude  Soquel 
Suddenly  found  they  were  far  from  well ; 
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The  brawny  dwellers  of  San  Lorenzo 
Said,  in  fact,  they  had  never  been  so  : 
And  all  were  ailing, — strange  to  say, — 
From  Pescadero  to  Monterey. 

Over  the  mountain  they  poured  in 
With  leathern  bottles,  and  bags  of  skin ; 
Through  the  canons  a  motley  throng 
Trotted,  hobbled,  and  limped  along. 
The  fathers  gazed  at  the  moving  scene 
With  pious  joy  and  with  souls  serene  ; 
And  then — a  result  perhaps  foreseen — 
They  laid  out  the  Mission  of  San  Joaquin. 

Not  in  the  eyes  of  Faith  alone 

The  good  effects  of  the  waters  shone ; 

But  skins  grew  rosy,  eyes  waxed  clear, 

Of  rough  vacquero  and  muleteer ; 

Angular  forms  were  rounded  out, 

Limbs  grew  supple,  and  waists  grew  stout ; 

And  as  for  the  girls, — for  miles  about 
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They  had  no  equal  !     To  this  day 
From  Pescadero  to  Monterey, 
You'll  still  find  eyes  in  which  are  seen 
The  liquid  graces  of  San  Joaquin. 

There  is  a  limit  to  human  bliss, 

And  the  Mission  of  San  Joaquin  had  this  ; 

None  went  abroad  to  roam  or  stay, 

But  they  fell  sick  in  the  queerest  way, — 

A  singular  maladie  du  pays, 

With  gastric  symptoms  :  so  they  spent 

Their  days  in  a  sensuous  content ; 

Caring  little  for  things  unseen 

Beyond  their  bowers  of  living  green, — 

Beyond  the  mountains  that  lay  between 

The  world  and  the  Mission  of  San  Joaquin. 

Winter  passed,  and  the  summer  came  : 
The  trunks  of  madrono  all  aflame, 
Here  and  there  through  the  underwood 
Like  pillars  of  fire  starkly  stood. 
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All  of  the  breezy  solitude 

Was  filled  with  the  spicing  of  pine  and  bay 
And  resinous  odors  mixed  and  blended, 

And  dim  and  ghost-like  far  away 
The  smoke  of  the  burning  woods  ascended. 
Then  of  a  sudden  the  mountains  swam, 
The  rivers  piled  their  floods  in  a  dam, 
The  ridge  above  Los  Gatos  creek 

Arched  its  spine  in  a  feline  fashion ; 
The  forests  waltzed  till  they  grew  sick, 

And  Nature  shook  in  a  speechless  passion ; 
And,  swallowed  up  in  the  earthquake's  spleen, 
The  wonderful  Spring  of  San  Joaquin 
Vanished,  and  never  more  was  seen  ! 

Two  days  passed :  the  Mission  folk 

Out  of  their  rosy  dream  awoke. 

Some  of  them  looked  a  trifle  white ; 

But  that,  no  doubt,  was  from  earthquake  fright, 

Three  days  :  there  was  sore  distress, 

Headache,  nausea,  giddiness. 
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Four  days  :  faintings,  tenderness 
Of  the  mouth  and  fauces  ;  and  in  less 
Than  one  week, — here  the  story  closes ; 
We  won't  continue  the  prognosis, — 
Enough  that  now  no  trace  is  seen 
Of  Spring  or  Mission  of  San  Joaquin. 

MORAL. 

You  see  the  point  ?     Don't  be  too  quick 
To  break  bad  habits  :  better  stick, 
Like  the  Mission  folk;  to  your  arsenic. 


ON  A    CONE  OF  THE  BIG    TREES. 

Sequoia  Gigantea. 

"D  ROWN  foundling  of  the  Western  wood, 

Babe  of  primeval  wildernesses  ! 
Long  on  my  table  thou  hast  stood 

Encounters  strange  and  rude  caresses  ; 
Perchance  contented  with  thy  lot, 

Surroundings  new  and  curious  faces, 
As  though  ten  centuries  were  not 

Imprisoned  in  thy  shining  cases  ! 

Thou  bring'st  me  back  the  halcyon  days 
Of  grateful  rest ;  the  week  of  leisure, 

The  journey  lapped  in  autumn  haze, 

The  sweet  fatigue  that  seemed  a  pleasure, 
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The  morning  ride,  the  noonday  halt, 
The  blazing  slopes,  the  red  dust  rising, 

And  then — the  dim,  brown,  columned  vault, 
With  its  cool,  damp,  sepulchral  spicing. 

Once  more  I  see  the  rocking  masts 

That  scrape  the  sky,  their  only  tenant 
The  jay-bird  that  in  frolic  casts 

From  some  high  yard  his  broad  blue  pennant. 
I  see  the  Indian  files  that  keep 

Their  places  in  the  dusty  heather, 
Their  red  trunks  standing  ankle  deep 

In  moccasins  of  rusty  leather. 

I  see  all  this,  and  marvel  much 

That  thou,  sweet  woodland  waif,  art  able 
To  keep  the  company  of  such 

As  throng  thy  friend's — the  poet's — table  : 
The  latest  spawn  the  press  hath  cast,— 

The  "modern  Pope's"  "  the  later  Byron's,''— 
Why  e'en  the  best  may  not  outlast 

Thy  poor  relation, — Sempervirens, 
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Thy  sire  saw  the  light  that  shone 

On  Mohammed's  uplifted  crescent, 
On  many  a  royal  gilded  throne 

And  deed  forgotten  in  the  present ; 
He  saw  the  age  of  sacred  trees 

And  Druid  groves  and  mystic  larches  ; 
And  saw  from  forest  domes  like  these 

The  builder  bring  his  Gothic  arches. 

And  must  thou,  foundling,  still  forego 

Thy  heritage  and  high  ambition, 
To  lie  full  lowly  and  full  low, 

Adjusted  to  thy  new  condition  ? 
Not  hidden  in  the  drifted  snows, 

But  under  ink-drops  idly  spattered, 
And  leaves  ephemeral  as  those 

That  on  thy  woodland  tomb  were  scattered. 

Yet  lie  thou  there,  O  friend  !  and  speak 

The  moral  of  thy  simple  story : 
Though'  life  is  all  that  thou  dost  seek, 

And  age  alone  thy  crown,  of  glory, — 
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Not  thine  the  only  germs  that  fail 

The  purpose  of  their  high  creation, 
•  If  their  poor  tenements  avail 

For  worldly  show  and  ostentation. 


A  SANITARY  MESSAGE. 

T    AST  night,  above  the  whistling  wind, 

I  heard  the  welcome  rain, — 
A  fusillade  upon  the  roof, 

A  tattoo  on  the  pane  : 
The  key-hole  piped ;  the  chimney-top 

A  warlike  trumpet  blew  \ 
Yet,  mingling  with  these  sounds  of  strife, 

A  softer  voice  stole  through. 

"  Give  thanks,  O  brothers  ! "  said  the  voice, 

"  That  He  who  sent  the  rains 
Hath  spared  your  fields  the  scarlet  dew 

That  drips  from  patriot  veins  : 
I've  seen  the  grass  on  Eastern  graves 

In  brighter  verdure  rise ; 
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But,  oh  !  the  rain  that  gave  it  life 
Sprang  first  from  human  eyes. 

"  I  come  to  wash  away  no  stain 

Upon  your  wasted  lea ; 
I  raise  no  banners,  save  the  ones 

The  forest  wave  to  me : 
Upon  the  mountain  side,  where  Spring 

Her  farthest  picket  sets, 
My  reveille'  awakes  a  host 

Of  grassy  bayonets. 

"  I  visit  every  humble  roof; 

I  n:  ingle  with  the  low  : 
Only  upon  the  highest  peaks 

My  blessings  fall  in  snow ; 
Until,  in  tricklings  of  the  stream 

And  drainings  of  the  lea, 
My  unspent  bounty  comes  at  last 

To  mingle  with  the  sea." 

And  thus  all  night,  above  the  wind, 
I  heard  the  welcome  rain,— 
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A  fusillade  upon  the  roof, 

A  tattoo  on  the  pane : 
The  key-hole  piped  ;  the  chimney-top 

A  warlike  trumpet  blew ; 
But,  mingling  with  the  sounds  of  strife, 

This  hymn  of  peace  stole  through. 


THE    COPPERHEAD. 

(1864.) 

HPHERE  is  peace  in  the  swamp  where  the  Copper 
head  sleeps, 

Where  the  waters  are  stagnant,  the  white  vapor  creeps, 
Where  the  musk  of  Magnolia  hangs  thick  in  the  air, 
And  the  lilies'  phylacteries  broaden  in  prayer ; 
There  is  peace  in  the  swamp,  though  the  quiet  is 

Death, 

Though  the  mist  is  miasm,  the  Upas  tree's  breath, 
Though  no  echo  awakes  to  the  cooing  of  doves, — 
There  is  peace  :  yes,  the  peace  that  the  Copperhead 
loves ! 

Go  seek  him :  he  coils  in  the  ooze  and  the  drip 
Like  a  thong  idly  flung  from  the  slave-driver's  whip ; 
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But    beware  the  false  footstep,^the    stumble   that 

brings 

A  deadlier  lash  than  the  overseer  swings. 
Never  arrow  so  true,  never  bullet  so  dread, 
As  the  straight  steady  stroke  of  that  hammer-shaped 

head; 
Whether  slave,  or  proud  planter,  who  braves  that  dull 

crest, 

Woe  to  him  who  shall  trouble  the  Copperhead's  rest ! 
Then  why  waste  your  labors,  brave  hearts  and  strong 

men, 

In  tracking  a  trail  to  the  Copperhead's  den  ? 
Lay  your  axe  to  the  cypress,  hew  open  the  shade 
To  the  free  sky  and  sunshine  Jehovah  has  made ; 
Let  the  breeze  of  the  North  sweep  the  vapors  away, 
Till  the  stagnant  lake  ripples,  the  freed  waters  play  ; 
And  then  to  your  heel  can  you  righteously  doom 
The  Copperhead  born  of  its  shadow  and  gloom ! 


ON  A  PEN  OF   THOMAS  STARR  KING. 

HTHIS  is  the  reed  the  dead  musician  dropped, 

With  tuneful  magic  in  its  sheath  still  hidden ; 
The  prompt  allegro  of  its  music  stopped, 
Its  melodies  unbidden. 

But  who  shall  finish  the  unfinished  strain, 
Or  wake  the  instrument  to  awe  and  wonder, 

And  bid  the  slender  barrel  breathe  again, — 
An  organ-pipe  of  thunder ! 

His  pen  !  what  humbler  memories  cling  about 

Its   golden    curves  !    what   shapes   and    laughing 
graces 

Slipped  from  its  point,  when  his  full  heart  went  out 
In  smiles  and  courtly  phrases  ! 
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The  truth,  half  jesting,  half  in  earnest  flung  ; 

The  word  of  cheer,  with  recognition  in  it ; 
The  note  of  alms,  whose  golden  speech  outrung 

The  golden  gift  within  it. 

But  all  in  vain  the  enchanter's  wand  we  wave  : 
No  stroke  of  ours  recalls  his  magic  vision ; 

The  incantation  that  its  power  gave 
Sleeps  with  the  dead  magician. 


LONE    MOUNTAIN. 

(CEMETERY,    SAN   FRANCISCO.) 

'"THIS  is  that  hill  of  awe 
That  Persian  Sindbad  saw,— 

The  mount  magnetic ; 
And  on  its  seaward  face, 
Scattered  along  its  base, 

The  wrecks  prophetic. 

Here  come  the  argosies 
Blown  by  each  idle  breeze, 

To  and  fro  shifting ; 
Yet  to  the  hill  of  Fate 
All  drawing,  soon  or  late, — 

Day  by  day  drifting ; — 


LONE  MOUNTAIN.  57 

Drifting  forever  here 
Barks  that  for  many  a  year 

Braved  wind  and  weather ; 
Shallops  but  yesterday 
Launched  on  yon  shining  bay, — 

Drawn  all  together. 

This  is  the  end  of  all : 
Sun  thyself  by  the  wall, 

O  poorer  Hindbad  ! 
Envy  not  Sindbad's  fame  : 
Here  come  alike  the  same, 

Hindbad  and  Sindbad. 


CALIFORNIA'S   GREETING   TO  SEWARD. 
(1869.) 

"\  \  7E  know  him  well :  no  need  of  praise 

Or  bonfire  from  the  windy  hill 
To  light  to  softer  paths  and  ways 
The  world-worn  man  we  honor  still ; 

No  need  to  quote  those  truths  he  spoke 

That  burned  through  years  of  war  and  shame, 

While  History  carves  with  surer  stroke 
Across  our  map  his  noon-day  fame ; 

No  need  to  bid  him  show  the  scars 
Of  blows  dealt  by  the  Scaean  gate, 

Who  lived  to  pass  its  shattered  bars, 
And  see  the  foe  capitulate ; 
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Who  lived  to  turn  his  slower  feet 

Toward  the  western  setting  sun, 
To  see  his  harvest  all  complete, 

r 

His  dream  fulfilled,  his  duty  done, — 

The  one  flag  streaming  from  the  pole, 
The  one  faith  borne  from  sea  to  sea, — 

For  such  a  triumph,  and  such  a  goal, 
Poor  must  our  human  greeting  be. 

Ah  !  rather  that  the  conscious  land 
In  simpler  ways  salute  the  Man, — 

The  tall  pines  bowing  where  they  stand, 
The  bared  head  of  El  Capitan, 

The  tumult  of  the  waterfalls, 

Pohono's  kerchief  in  the  breeze, 
The  waving  from  the  rocky  walls, 

The  stir  and  rustle  of  the  trees ; 

Till  lapped  in  sunset  skies  of  hope, 

In  sunset  lands  by  sunset  seas, 
The  Young  World's  Premier  threads  the  slope 

Of  sunset  years  in  calm  and  peace. 


THE    TWO    SHIPS. 

A  S  I  stand  by  the  cross  on  the  lone  mountain's 
crest, 

Looking  over  me  ultimate  sea, 
In  the  gloom  of  the  mountain  a  ship  lies  at  rest, 

And  one  sails  away  from  the  lea : 
One  spreads  its  white  wings  on  a  far-reaching  track, 

With  pennant  and  sheet  flowing  free  ; 
One  hides  in  the  shadow  with  sails  laid  aback, — 

The  ship  that  is  waiting  for  me  ! 

But  lo,  in  the  distance  the  clouds  break  away 

The  Gate's  glowing  portals  I  see  ; 
And  I  hear  from  the  outgoing  ship  in  the  bay 

The  vong  of  the  sailors  in  glee : 
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So  I  think  of  the  luminous  footprints  that  bore 

The  comfort  o'er  dark  Galilee, 
And  wait  for  the  signal  to  go  to  the  shore, 

To  the  ship  that  is  waiting  for  me. 


THE  GODDESS. 

FOR  THE  SANITARY   FAIR. 

HO  comes?"     The  sentry's  warning  cry 

Rings  sharply  on  the  evening  air : 
Who  comes  ?     The  challenge  :  no  reply, 
Yet  something  motions  there. 

A  woman,  by  those  graceful  folds  ; 

A  soldier,  by  that  martial  tread  : 
"  Advance  three  paces.     Halt !  until 

Thy  name  and  rank  be  said." 

"  My  name  ?     Her  name,  in  ancient  song, 
Who  fearless  from  Olympus  came  : 

Look  on  me  !     Mortals  know  me  best 
In  battle  and  in  flame." 

"  Enough  !  I  know  that  clarion  voice ; 
I  know  that  gleaming  eye  and  helm ; 
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Those  crimson  lips, — and  in  their  dew 
The  best  blood  of  the  realm. 

"  The  young,  the  brave,  the  good  and  wise, 
Have  fallen  in  thy  curst  embrace : 

The  juices  of  the  grapes  of  wrath 
Still  stain  thy  guilty  face. 

"  My  brother  lies  in  yonder  field, 
Face  downward  to  the  quiet  grass : 

Go  back  !  he  cannot  see  thee  now ; 
But  here  thou  shalt  not  pass." 

A  crack  upon  the  evening  air, 

A  wakened  echo  from  the  hill : 
The  watch-dog  on  the  distant  shore 

Gives  mouth,  and  all  is  still. 

The  sentry  with  his  brother  lies 
Face  downward  on  the  quiet  grass ; 

And  by  him,  in  the  pale  moonshine. 
A  shadow  seems  to  pass. 
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No  lance  or  warlike  shield  it  bears : 
A  helmet  in  its  pitying  hands 

Brings  water  from  the  nearest  brook, 
To  meet  his  last  demands. 

Can  this  be  she  of  haughty  mien, 

The  goddess  of  the  sword  and  shield  ? 

Ah,  yes  !     The  Grecian  poet's  myth 
Sways  still  each  battle-field. 

For  not  alone  that  rugged  war 

Some  grace  or  charm  from  beauty  gains  ; 
But,  when  the  goddess'  work  is  done, 

The  woman's  still  remains. 


ADDRESS. 

OPENING  OF  THE  CALIFORNIA   THEATRE,    SAN  FRANCISCO, 
JAN.    19,    1870. 

T)  RIEF  words,  when  actions  wait,  are  well : 

The  prompter's  hand  is  on  his  bell  j 
The  coming  heroes,  lovers,  kings, 
Are  idly  lounging  at  the  wings ; 
Behind  the  curtain's  mystic  fold 
The  glowing  future  lies  unrolled, — 
And  yet,  one  moment  for  the  Past ; 
One  retrospect, — the  first  and  last. 

"  The  world's  a  stage,"  the  master  said.     . 
To-night  a  mightier  truth  is  read : 
Not  in  the  shifting  canvas  screen, 
The  flash  of  gas,  or  tinsel  sheen 
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Not  in  the  skill  whose  signal  calls 
From  empty  boards  baronial  halls ; 
But,  fronting  sea  and  curving  bay, 
Behold  the  players  and  the  play. 

Ah,  friends  !  beneath  your  real  skies 
The  actor's  short-lived  triumph  dies : 
On  that  broad  stage,  of  empire  won 
Whose  footlights  were  the  setting  sun, 
Whose  flats  a  distant  background  rose 
In  trackless  peaks  of  endless  snows ; 
Here  genius  bows,  and  talent  waits 
To  copy  that  but  One  creates. 

Your  shifting  scenes  :  the  league  of  sand, 

An  avenue  by  ocean  spanned ; 

The  narrow  beach  of  straggling  tents, 

A  mile  of  stately  monuments ; 

Your  standard,  lo  !  a  flag  unfurled, 

Whose  clinging  folds  clasp  half  the  world, — 

This  is  your  drama,  built  on  facts, 

With  "  twenty  years  between  the  acts." 


ADDRESS. 

One  moment  more  :  if  here  we  raise 
The  oft-sung  hymn  of  local  praise, 
Before  the  curtain  facts  must  sway ; 
Here  waits  the  moral  of  your  play. 
Glassed  in  the  poet's  thought,  you  view 
What  money  can,  yet  cannot  do  ; 
The  faith  that  soars,  the  deeds  that  shine, 
Above  the  gold  that  builds  the  shrine. 

And  oh  !  when  others  take  our  place, 
And  Earth's  green  curtain  hides  our  face, 
Ere  on  the  stage,  so  silent  now, 
The  last  new  hero  makes  his  bow  : 
So  may  our  deeds,  recalled  once  more 
In  Memory's  sweet  but  brief  encore, 
Down  all  the  circling  ages  run, 
With  the  world's  plaudit  of  "  Well  done  !" 


D    2 


THE  LOST  GALLEON. 

T  N  sixteen  hundred  and  forty-one, 

The  regular  yearly  galleon, 
Laden  with  odorous  gums  and  spice, 
India  cottons  and  India  rice, 
And  the  richest  silks  of  far  Cathay, 
Was  due  at  Acapulco  Bay. 

Due  she  was,  and  over-due, — 
Galleon,  merchandise,  and  crew, 
Creeping  along  through  rain  and  shine, 
Through  the  tropics,  under  the  line. 
The  trains  were  waiting  outside  the  walls, 
The  wives  of  sailors  thronged  the  town, 
The  traders  sat  by  their  empty  stalls, 
And  the  viceroy  himself  came  down ; 
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The  bells  in  the  tower  were  all  a-trip, 
Te  Deums  were  on  each  father's  lip, 
The  limes  were  ripening  in  the  sun 
For  the  sick  of  the  coming  galleon. 

All  in  vain.     Weeks  passed  away, 
And  yet  no  galleon  saw  the  bay  : 
India  goods  advanced  in  price  ; 
The  governor  missed  his  favorite  spice  ; 
The  sefioritas  mourned  for  sandal, 
And  the  famous  cottons  of  Coromandel ; 
And  some  for  an  absent  lover  lost, 
And  one  for  a  husband, — Donna  Julia, 
Wife  of  the  captain,  tempest-tossed, 
In  circumstances  so  peculiar  : 
Even  the  fathers,  unawares, 
Grumbled  a  little  at  their  prayers ; 
And  all  along  the  coast  that  year 
Votive  candles  were  scarce  and  dear. 

Never  a  tear  bedims  the  eye 

That  time  and  patience  will  not  dry ; 
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Never  a  lip  is  curved  with  pain 
That  can't  be  kissed  into  smiles  again  : 
And  these  same  truths,  as  far  as  I  know, 
Obtained  on  the  coast  of  Mexico 
More  than  two  hundred  years  ago, 
In  sixteen  hundred  and  fifty-one, — 
Ten  years  after  the  deed  was  done, — 
And  folks  had  forgotten  the  galleon : 
The  divers  plunged  in  the  Gulf  for  pearls, 
White  as  the  teeth  of  the  Indian  girls ; 
The  traders  sat  by  their  full  bazaars  ; 
The  mules  with  many  a  weary  load, 
And  oxen,  dragging  their  creaking  cars, 
Came  and  went  on  the  mountain  road. 

Where  was  the  galleon  all  this  while  : 
Wrecked  on  some  lonely  coral  isle  ? 
Burnt  by  the  roving  sea-marauders, 
Or  sailing  north  under  secret  orders  ? 
Had  she  found  the  Anian  passage  famed, 
By  lying  Moldonado  claimed, 
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And  sailed  through  the  sixty-fifth  degree 

Direct  to  the  North  Atlantic  sea  ? 

Or  had  she  found  the  "  River  of  Kings," 

Of  which  De  Fonte  told  such  strange  things 

In  sixteen  forty  ?     Never  a  sign, 

East  or  West  or  under  the  line, 

They  saw  of  the  missing  galleon  ; 

Never  a  sail  or  plank  or  chip, 

They  found  of  the  long-lost  treasure-ship, 

Or  enough  to  build  a  tale  upon. 

But  when  she  was  lost,  and  where  and  how, 

Are  the  facts  we're  coming  to  just  now. 

Take,  if  you  please,  the  chart  of  that  day 
Published  at  Madrid, — por  el  Rey  ,- 
Look  for  a  spot  in  the  old  South  Sea, 
The  hundred  and  eightieth  degree 
Longitude,  west  of  Madrid  :  there, 
Under  the  equatorial  glare, 
Just  where  the  East  and  West  are  one, 
You'll  find  the  missing  galleon,— 
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You'll  find  the  "  San  Gregorio,"  yet 
Riding  the  seas  with  sails  all  set, 
Fresh  as  upon  the  very  day 
She  sailed  from  Acapulco  Bay. 

How  did  she  get  there  ?    What  strange  spell 

Kept  her  two  hundred  years  so  well, 

Free  from  decay  and  mortal  taint  ? 

What  ?  b  ut  the  prayers  of  a  patron  saint ! 

A  hundred  leagues  from  Manilla  town, 

The  "  San  Gregorio's  "  helm  came  down ; 

Round  she  went  on  her  heel,  and  not 

A  cable's  length  from  a  galliot 

That  rocked  on  the  waters,  just  abreast 

Of  the  galleon's  course,  which  was  west-sou-west. 

Then  said  the  galleon's  commandante, 
General  Pedro  Sobriente 
(That  was  his  rank  on  land  and  main, 
A  regular  custom  of  Old  Spain), 
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"  My  pilot  is  dead  of  scurvy  :  may 
I  ask  the  longitude,  time,  and  day  ?  " 
The  first  two  given  and  compared  ; 
The  third,  —  the  commandante  stared  ' 


of  June  ?     I  make  it  second." 
Said   the    stranger,    "  Then    you've  wrongly- 

reckoned  ; 

I  make  it  first  :  as  you  came  this  way, 
You  should  have  lost  —  d'ye  see  —  a  day  \ 
Lost  a  day,  as  plainly  see, 
On  the  hundred  and  eightieth  degree." 
"  Lost  a  day  ?  "     "  Yes  :  if  not  rude, 
When  did  you  make  east  longitude  ?  " 
"  On  the  ninth  of  May,-  —  our  patron's  day." 
"  On  the  ninth  ?  —  you  bad  no  ninth  of  May  ! 
Eighth  and  tenth  was  there  ;  but  stay  "  — 
Too  late  ;  for  the  galleon  bore  away. 

Lost  was  the  day  they  should  have  kept. 
Lost  unheeded  and  lost  unwept  ; 
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Lost  in  a  way  that  made  search  vain, 
Lost  in  the  trackless  and  boundless  main ; 
Lost  like  the  day  of  Job's  awful  curse, 
In  his  third  chapter,  third  and  fourth  verse ; 
Wrecked  was  their  patron's  only  day, — 
What  would  the  holy  fathers  say  ? 

Said  the  Fray  Antonio  Estavan, 
The  galleon's  chaplain, — a  learned  man, — 
"  Nothing  is  lost  that  you  can  regain  : 
And  the  way  to  look  for  a  thing  is  plain 
To  go  where  you  lost  it,  back  again. 
Back  with  your  galleon  till  you  see 
The  hundred  and  eightieth  degree. 
Wait  till  the  rolling  year  goes  round, 
And  there  will  the  missing  day  be  found ; 
For  you'll  find — if  computation's  true — 
That  sailing  east  will  give  to  you 
Not  only  one  ninth  of  May,  but  two, — 
One  for  the  good  saint's  present  cheer, 
And  one  for  the  day  we  lost  last  year." 
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Back  to  the  spot  sailed  the  galleon ; 

Where,  for  a  twelve-month,  off  and  on 

The  hundred  and  eightieth  degree, 

She  rose  and  fell  on  a  tropic  sea : 

But  lo  !  when  it  came  to  the  ninth  of  May, 

All  of  a  sudden  becalmed  she  lay 

One  degree  from  that  fatal  spot, 

Without  the  power  to  move  a  knot ; 

And  of  course  the  moment  she  lost  her  way, 

Gone  was  her  chance  to  save  that  day. 

To  cut  a  lengthening  story  short, 

She  never  saved  it.     Made  the  sport 

Of  evil  spirits  and  baffling  wind, 

She  was  always  before  or  just  behind, 

One  day  too  soon,  or  one  day  too  late, 

And  the  sun,  meanwhile,  would  never  wait : 

She  had  two  eighths,  as  she  idly  lay, 

Two  tenths,  but  never  a  ninth  of  May ; 

And  there  she  rides  through  two  hundred  years 

Of  dreary  penance  and  anxious  fears  : 
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Yet  through  the  grace  of  the  saint  she  served 
Captain  and  crew  are  still  preserved. 


By  a  computation  that  still  holds  good, 
Made  by  the  Holy  Brotherhood, 
The  "  San  Gregorio  "  will  cross  that  line 
In  nineteen  hundred  and  thirty-nine : 
Just  three  hundred  years  to  a  day 
From  the  time  she  lost  the  ninth  of  May. 
And  the  folk  in  Acapulco  town, 
Over  the  waters,  looking  down, 
Will  see  in  the  glow  of  the  setting  sun 
The  sails  of  the  missing  galleon, 
And  the  royal  standard  of  Philip  Eey  ; 
The  gleaming  mast  and  glistening  spar, 
As  she  nears  the  surf  of  the  outer  bar. 
A  Te  Deum  sung  on  her  crowded  deck, 
An  odor  of  spice  along  the  shore, 
A  crash,  a  cry  from  a  shattered  wreck, — 
And  the  yearly  galleon  sails  no  more, 
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In  or  out  of  the  olden  bay ; 
For  the  blessed  patron  has  found  his  day. 


Such  is  the  legend.     Hear  this  truth : 
Over  the  trackless  past,  somewhere, 
Lie  the  lost  days  of  our  tropic  youth, 
Only  regained  by  faith  and  prayer, 
Only  recalled  by  prayer  and  plaint : 
Each  lost  day  has  its  patron  saint ! 


A  SECOND  REVIEW  OF  THE  GRAND  ARMY. 

T   READ  last  night  of  the  Grand  Review 

In  Washington's  chiefest  avenue, — 
Two  Hundred  Thousand  men  in  blue, 

I  think  they  said  was  the  number, — 
Till  I  seemed  to  hear  their  trampling  feet, 
The  bugle  blast  and  the  drum's  quick  beat, 
The  clatter  of  hoofs  in  the  stony  street, 
The  cheers  of  people  who  came  to  greet, 
And  the  thousand  details  that  to  repeat 

Would  only  my  verse  encumber, — 
Till  I  fell  in  a  reverie,  sad  and  sweet, 

And  then  to  a  fitful  slumber. 

When ,  lo  !  in  a  vision  I  seemed  to  stand 
In  the  lonely  Capitol.      On  each  hand 
Far  stretched  the  portico,  dim  and  grand 
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Its  columns  ranged  like  a  martial  band 
Of  sheeted  spectres,  whom  some  command 

Had  called  to  a  last  reviewing. 
And  the  streets  of  the  city  were  white  and  bare ; 
No  footfall  echoed  across  the  square ; 
But  out  of  the  misty  midnight  air 
I  heard  in  the  distance  a  trumpet  blare, 
And  the  wandering  night-winds  seemed  to  bear 

The  sound  of  a  far  tattooing. 

Then  I  held  my  breath  with  fear  and  dread ; 
For  into  the  square,  with  a  brazen  tread, 
There  rode  a  figure  whose  stately  head 

O'erlooked  the  review  that  morning, 
That  never  bowed  from  its  firm-set  seat 
When  the  living  column  passed  its  feet, 
Yet  now  rode  steadily  up  the  street 

To  the  phantom  bugle's  warning : 

Till  it  reached  the  Capitol  square,  and  wheeled, 
And  there  in  the  moonlight  stood  revealed 
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A  well-known  form  that  in  State  and  field 

Had  led  our  patriot  sires ; 
Whose  face  was  turned  to  the  sleeping  camp, 
Afar  through  the  river's  fog  and  damp, 
That  showed  no  flicker,  nor  waning  lamp, 

Nor  wasted  bivouac  fires. 

And  I  saw  a  phantom  army  come, 
With  never  a  sound  of  fife  or  drum, 
But  keeping  time  to  a  throbbing  hum 

Of  wailing  and  lamentation  : 
The  martyred  heroes  of  Malvern  Hill, 
Of  Gettysburg  and  Chancellorsville, 
The  men  whose  wasted  figures  fill 

The  patriot  graves  of  the  nation. 

And  there  came  the  nameless  dead, — the  men 
Who  perished  in  fever  swamp  and  fen, 
The  slowly-starved  of  the  prison-pen  ; 

And,  marching  beside  the  others, 
Came  the  dusky  martyrs  of  Pillow's  fight, 
With  limbs  enfranchised  and  bearing  bright ; 
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I  thought — perhaps  'twas  the  pale  moonlight — 
They  looked  as  white  as  their  brothers  1 

And  so  all  night  marched  the  Nation's  dead 
With  never  a  banner  above  them  spread, 
Nor  a  badge,  nor  a  motto  brandished  ; 
No  mark — save  the  bare  uncovered  head 

Of  the  silent  bronze  Reviewer ; 
With  never  an  arch  save  the  vaulted  sky ; 
With  never  a  flower  save  those  that  lie  • 
On  the  distant  graves — for  love  could  buy 

No  gift  that  was  purer  or  truer. 

So  all  night  long  swept  the  strange  array, 
So  all  night  long  till  the  morning  gray 
I  watched  for  one  who  had  passed  away, 

With  a  reverent  awe  and  wonder, — 
Till  a  blue  cap  waved  in  the  lengthening  line, 
And  I  knew  that  one  who  was  kin  of  mine 
Had  come  j  and  I  spake — and  lo  !  that  si^n 

Awakened  me  from  my  slumber. 


PART  II. 


BEFORE  THE  CURTAIN. 

BEHIND  the  footlights  hangs  the  rusty  baize, 

A  trifle  shabby  in  the  upturned  blaze 

Of  flaring  gas,  and  curious  eyes  that  gaze. 

The  stage,  methinks,  perhaps  is  none  too  wide 

And  hardly  fit  for  royal  Richard's  stride, 

Or  Falstaff's  bulk,  or  Denmark's  youthful  pride. 

Ah,  well !  no  passion  walks  its  humble  boards; 
O'er  it  no  king  nor  valiant  Hector  lords : 
The  simplest  skill  is  all  its  space  affords. 

The  song  and  jest,  the  dance  and  trifling  play, 
The  local  hit  at  follies  of  the  day, 
The  trick  to  pass  an  idle  hour  away, — 

For  these,  no  trumpets  that  announce  the  Moor, 
No  blast  that  makes  the  hero's  welcome  sure, — 
A  single  fiddle  in  the  overture  1 


THE  STAGE-DRIVER'S  STORY. 

TT  was  the  stage-driver's  story,  as  he  stood  with  his 

back  to  the  wheelers, 
Quietly  flecking  his  whip,  and  turning  his  quid  oi 

tobacco ; 
While  on  the  dusty  road,  and  blent  with  the  rays  oi 

the  moonlight, 
We  saw  the  long  curl  of  his  lash  and  the  juice  oi 

tobacco  descending. 

"  Danger  !     Sir,  I  believe  you, — indeed,  I  may  say  on 

that  subject, 
You  your  existence  might  put  to  the  hazard  and  turn 

of  a  wager.  , 
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I  have  seen  danger?     Oh,  no  !  not  me,  sir,  indeed,  I 

assure  you : 
'Twas  only  the  man  with  the  dog  that  is  sitting  alone 

in  yon  wagon. 

It  was  the  Geiger  Grade,  a  mile  and  a  half  from  the 

summit : 
Black  as  your  hat  was  the  night,  and  never  a  star  in 

the  heavens. 
Thundering  down  the  grade,  the  gravel  and  stones  we 

sent  flying 
Over  the  precipice  side, — a  thousand  feet  plumb  to 

the  bottom. 

Half-way  down  the  grade   I  felt,  sir,  a  thrilling  and 

creaking, 
Then  a  lurch  to  one  side,  as  we  hung  on  the  bank  of 

the  canon ; 
Then,  looking  up  the  road,  I  saw,  in  the  distance 

behind  me, 
The  off  hind  wheel  of  the  coach  just  loosed  from  its 

axle,  and  following. 
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One  glance  alone  I  gave,  then  gathered  together  my 

ribbons, 
Shouted,  and  flung  them,  outspread,  on  the  straining 

necks  of  my  cattle ; 
Screamed  at  the  top  of  my  voice,  and  lashed  the  air 

in  my  frenzy, 
While  down  the  Geiger  Grade,  on  three  wheels,  the 

vehicle  thundered. 

Speed  was  our  only  chance,  when   again   came   the 

ominous  rattle : 
Crack,  and  another  wheel  slipped  away,  and  was  lost 

in  the  darkness. 
Iwo  only  now  were   left;   yet   such  was  our  fearful 

momentum, 
Upright,    erect,    and   sustained   on   two  wheels,   the 

vehicle  thundered. 

As  some  huge  bowlder,  unloosed  from  its  rocky  shelf 

on  the  mountain, 
Drives  before  it  the  hare  and  the  timorous  squirrel, 

far-leaping, 
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So  down  the  Geiger  Grade  rushed  the  Pioneer  coach 

and  before  it 
Leaped  the  wild  horses,  and  shrieked  in  advance  of 

the  danger  impending. 

But  to  be  brief  in  my  tale.     Again,  ere  we  came  to 

the  level, 
Slipped  from  its  axle  a  wheel ;  so  that,  to  be  plain  in 

my  statement, 
A  matter  of  twelve  hundred  yards  or  more,  as   the 

distance  may  be, 
We  travelled  upon  one  wheel,  until  we  drove  up  to 

the  station. 

Then,  sir,  we  sank  in  a  heap;  but,  picking  myself 

from  the  ruins, 
I  heard  a  noise  up  the  grade ;  and  looking,  I  saw  in 

the  distance 
The  three  wheels  following  still,  like  moons  on  the 

horizon  whirling, 
Till,  circling,  they  gracefully  sank  on  the  road  at  the 

side  of  the  station. 
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This    is   my   story,    sir;    a    trifle,   indeed,    I   assure 

you. 
Much  more,  perchance,  might  be  said;  but  I  hold 

him,  of  all  men,  most  lightly 
VVho  swerves  from  the  truth  in  his  tale — No,  thank 

you — Well,  since  you  are  pressing, 
Perhaps  I  don't  care  if  I  do :  you  may  give  me  the 

same,  Jim, — no  sugar/' 


ASPIRING  MISS  DE  LAINB. 

A  CHEMICAL  NARRATIVE. 

/CERTAIN  facts  which  serve  to  explain 
V^ 

The  physical  charms  of  Miss  Addie  De  Laine, 

Who,  as  the  common  reports  obtain, 
Surpassed  in  complexion  the  lily  and  rose ; 
With  a  very  sweet  mouth  and  a  retrousse  nose ; 
A  figure  like  Hebe's,  or  that  which  revolves 
In  a  milliner's  window,  and  partially  solves 
That  question  which  mentor  and  moralist  pains, 
If  grace  may  exist  minus  feeling  or  brains. 

Of  course  the  young  lady  had  beaux  by  the  score, 
All  that  she  wanted, — what  girl  could  ask  more  ? 
Lovers  that  sighed,  and  lovers  that  swore, 
Lovers  that  danced,  and  lovers  that  played, 
Men  of  profession,  of  leisure,  and  trade ; 
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But  one,  who  was  destined  to  take  the  high  part 
Of  holding  that  mythical  treasure,  her  heart, — 
This  lover — the  wonder  and  envy  of  town — 
Was  a  practising  chemist, — a  fellow  called  Brown. 

I  might  here  remark  that  'twas  doubted  by  many, 
In  regard  to  the  heart,  if  Miss  Addie  had  any ; 
But  no  one  could  look  in  that  eloquent  face, 
With  its  exquisite  outline,  and  features  of  grace, 
And  mark,  through  the  transparent  skin,  how  the  tide 
Ebbed    and   flowed   at    the    impulse    of  passion  or 

pride, — 

None  could  look,  who  believed  in  the  blood's  circu 
lation 

As  argued  by  Harvey,  but  saw  confirmation, 
That  here,  at  least,  Nature  had  triumphed  o'er  art, 
And,  as  far  as  complexion  went,  she  had  a  heart. 

But  this,  par  parenthesis.     Brown  was  the  man 
Preferred  of  all  others  to  carry  her  fan, 
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Plook  her  glove,  drape  her  shawl,  and  do  all  that  a  belle 
May  demand  of  the  lover  she  wants  to  treat  well. 
Folks    wondered    and    stared   that   a    fellow   called 

Brown — 

Abstracted  and  solemn,  in  manner  a  clown, 
111  dressed,  with  a  lingering  smell  of  the  shop — 
Should  appear  as  her  escort  at  party  or  hop. 
Some  swore  he  had  cooked  up  some  villanous  charm, 
Or  love  philter,  not  in  the  regular  Pharm- 
Acopea,  and  thus,  from  pure  mails  prepense, 
Had  bewitched  and  bamboozled  the  young  lady's  sense; 
Others  thought,  with  more  reason,  the  secret  to  lie 
In  a  magical  wash  or  indelible  dye  ; 
While  Society,  with  its  censorious  eye 
And  judgment  impartial,  stood  ready  to  damn 
What  wasn't  improper  as  being  a  sham. 

For  a  fortnight  the  townfolk  had  all  been  agog 
With  a  party,  the  finest  the  season  had  seen, 
To  be  given  in  honor  of  Miss  Pollywog, 
Who  was  just  coming  out  as  a  belle  of  sixteen. 
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The  guests  were  invited  :  but  one  night  before, 

A  carriage  drew  up  at  the  modest  back-door 

Of  Brown's  laboratory ;  and,  full  in  the  glare 

Of  a  big  purple  bottle,  some  closely-veiled  fair 

Alighted  and  entered  :  to  make  matters  plain, 

Spite  of  veils  and  disguises, — -'twas  Addie  De  Laine. 

As  a  bower  for  true  love,  'twas  hardly  the  one 
That  a  lady  would  choose  to  be  wooed  in  or  won  : 
No  odor  of  rose  or  sweet  jessamine's  sigh 
Breathed  a  fragrance  to  hallow  their  pledge  of  troth  by, 
Nor  the  balm  that  exhales  from  the  odorous  thyme ; 
But  the  gaseous  effusions  of  chloride  of  lime, 
And  salts,  which  your  chemist  delights  to  explain 
As  the  base  of  the  smell  of  the  rose  and  the  drain. 
Think  of  this,  O  ye  lovers  of  sweetness  !  and  know 
What  you  smell,  when  you  snuff   up   Lubin  or    Pi- 
naud. 

I  pass  by  the  greetings,  the  transports  and  bliss, 
Which,  of  course,  duly  followed  a  meeting  like  this, 


96  ASPIRING  MISS  DE  LAINE. 

And  come  down  to  business ; — for  such  the  intent 
Of  the  lady  who  now  o'er  the  crucible  leant, 
In  the  glow  of  a  furnace  of  carbon  and  lime, 
Like  a  fairy  called  up  in  the  new  pantomime  ; — 
And  give  but  her  words  as  she  coyly  looked  down, 
In  reply  to  the  questioning  glances  of  Brown  : 
"  1  am  taking  the  drops,  and  am  using  the  paste, 
And  the  little  white  powders  that  had  a  sweet  taste, 
Which  ycu  told  me  would  brighten  the  glance  of  my 

eye, 

And  the  depilatory,  and  also  the  dye, 
And  I'm  charmed  with  the  trial ;  and  now,  my  dear 

Brown, 
I      have     one     other    favor,  —  now,    ducky,    don't 

frown, — 

Only  one,  for  a  chemist  and  genius  like  you 
But  a  trifle,  and  one  you  can  easily  do. 
Now  listen  :  to-morrow,  you  know,  is  the  night 
Of  the  birthday  soit  ee  of  that  Pollywog  fright ; 
And  I'm  to  be  there,  and  the  dress  I  shall  wear 
Is  too  lovely ;  .but" — "  But  what  then,  ma  cbere  ?" 
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Said  Brown,  as  the  lady  came  to  a  full  stop, 

And  glanced  round  the  shelves  of  the   little   back 

shop. 

"  Well,  I  want — I  want  something  to  fill  out  the  skirt 
To  the  proper  dimension,  without  being  girt 
In  a  stiff  crinoline,  or  caged  in  a  hoop 
That  shows  through  one's  skirt  like  the  bars  of  a 

coop; 

Something  light,  that  a  lady  may  waltz  in,  or  polk, 
With  a  freedom  that  none  but  you  masculine  folk 
Ever  know.     For,  however  poor  woman  aspires, 
She's   always  bound  down   to  the   earth    by   these 

wires. 
Are  you   listening  ?   nonsense  !    don't   stare    like  a 

spoon, 

Idiotic ;  some  light  thing,  and  spacious,  and  soon — 
Something   like — well,    in   fact — something    like    a 

balloon  !" 

Here  she  paused ;  and  here  Brown,  overcome  by  sur 
prise, 
Gave  a  doubting  assent  with  still  wondering  eyes, 

£ 
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And  the  lady  departed.     But  just  at  the  door 
Something  happened, — 'tis  true,  it  had  happened  be 
fore 

In  this  sanctum  of  science, — a  sibilant  sound, 
Like  some  element  just  from  its  trammels  unbound, 
Or  two  substances  that  their  affinities  found. 
The  night  of  the  anxiously  looked-for  soiree 
Had  come,  with  its  fair  ones  in  gorgeous  array ; 
With  the  rattle  of  wheels,  and  the  tinkle  of  bells, 
And  the  "  How  do  ye  dos,"  and  the  "  Hope  you  are 

wells  j" 

And  the  crash  in  the  passage,  and  last  lingering  look 
You  give  as  you  hang  your  best  hat  on  the  hook  ; 
The  rush  of  hot  air  as  the  door  opens  wide ; 
And    your    entry, — that  blending    of    self-possessed 

pride 

And  humility  shown  in  your  perfect-bred  stare 
At  the  folk,  as  if  wondering  how  they  got  there ; 
With  other  tricks  worthy  of  Vanity  Fair. 
Meanwhile  that  safe  topic,  the  heat  of  the  room, 
Already  was  losing  its  freshness  and  bloom  ; 
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Young  people  were  yawning,  and  wondering  when 
The  dance  would  come  off,  and  why  didn't  it  then  : 
When  a  vague  expectation  was  thrilling  the  crowd, 
Lo,  the  door  swung  its  hinges  with  utterance  proud  ! 
And  Pompey  announced,  with  a  trumpet-like  strain, 
The  entrance  of  Brown  and  Miss  Addie  De  Laine. 

She  entered  :  but  oh,  how  imperfect  the  verb 
To  express  to  the  senses  her  movement  superb  ! 
To  say  that  she  "  sailed  in  "  more  clearly  might  tell 
Her  grace  in  its  buoyant  and  billowy  swell. 
Her  robe  was  a  vague  circumambient  space, 
With  shadowy  boundaries  made  of  point-lace. 
The  rest  was  but  guess-work,  and  well  might  defy 
The  power  of  critical  feminine  eye 
To  define  or  describe  :  'twere  as  futile  to  try 
The  gossamer  web  of  the  cirrus  to  trace, 
Floating  far  in  the  blue  of  a  warm  summer  sky. 

'Midst  the  humming  of  praises  and  the  glances  of 

beaux, 

That  greet  our  fair  maiden  wherever  she  goes, 

E  2 
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Brown  slipped  like  a  shadow,  grim,  silent,  and  black, 

With  a  look  of  anxiety,  close  in  her  track. 

Once  he  whispered  aside  in  her  delicate  ear, 

A  sentence  of  warning, — it  might  be  of  fear  : 

"  Don't  stand  in  a  draught,  if  you  value  your  life." 

(Nothing  more, — such  advice   might  be  given  youi 

wife 

Or  your  sweetheart,  in  times  of  bronchitis  and  cough, 
Without  mystery,  romance,  or  frivolous  scoff.) 
But  hark  to  the  music  :  the  dance  has  begun. 
The  closely-draped  windows  wide  open  are  flung ; 
The  notes  of  the  piccolo,  joyous  and  light, 
•  Like  bubbles  burst  forth  on  the  warm  summer  night. 
Round  about  go  the  dancers ;  in  circles  they  fly ; 
Trip,  trip,  go  their  feet  as  their  skirts  eddy  by ; 
And  swifter  and  lighter,  but  somewhat  too  plain, 
Whisks  the  fair  circumvolving  Miss  Addie  De  Laine. 
Taglioni  and  Cerito  well  might  have  pined 
For  the  vigor  and  ease  that  her  movements  combined  . 
E'en  Rigelboche  never  flung  higher  her  robe 
In  the  naughtiest  city  that's  known  on  the  globe. 
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'Twas  amazing,  'twas  scandalous  :  lost  in  surprise, 
Some  opened  their  mouths,  and  a  few  shut  their  eyes. 

But  hark  !    At  the  moment  Miss  Addie  De  Lame, 
Circling  round  at  the  outer  edge  of  an  ellipse, 
Which  brought  her  fair  form  to  the  window  again, 
From  the  arms  of  her  partner  incautiously  slips  ! 
And  a  shriek  fills  the  air,  and  the  music  is  still, 
And  the  crowd  gather  round  where  her  partner  for 
lorn 

Still  frenziedly  points  from  the  wide  window-sill 
Into  space  and  the  night ;  for  Miss  Addie  was  gone ! 

Gone  like  the  bubble  that  bursts  in  the  sun ; 
Gone  like  the  grain  when  the  reaper  is  done ; 
Gone  like  the  dew  on  the  fresh  morning  grass ; 
Gone  without  parting  farewell ;  and  alas  ! 
Gone  with  a  flavor  of  Hydrogen  Gas. 

When  the  weather  is  pleasant,  you  frequently  meet 
A  white-headed  man  slowly  pacing  the  street ; 
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His  trembling  hand  shading  his  lack-lustre  eye, 
Half  blind  with  continually  scanning  the  sky. 
Rumor  points  him  as  some  astronomical  sage, 
Reperusing  by  day  the  celestial  page  ; 
But  the  reader,  sagacious,  will  recognize  Brown, 
Trying  vainly  to  conjure  his  lost  sweetheart  down, 
And  learn  the  stern  moral  this  story  must  teach, 
That  Genius  may  lift  its  love  out  of  its  reach. 


CALIFORNIA     MADRIGAL. 

ON  THE  APPROACH  OF  SPRING. 

R  come,  my  beloved  !  from  thy  winter  abode, 
From  thy  home  on  the  Yuba,  thy  ranch  over 
flowed  : 

For  the  waters  have  fallen,  the  winter  has  fled, 
And  the  river  once  more  has  returned  to  its  bed. 

Oh,  mark  how  the  spring  in  its  beauty  is  near  ! 
How  the  fences  and  tules  once  more  re-appear ! 
How  soft  lies  the  mud  on  the  banks  of  yon  slough 
By  the  hole  in  the  levee  the  waters  broke  through  ! 

All  Nature,  dear  Chloris,  is  blooming  to  greet 
The  glance  of  your  eye,  and  the  tread  of  your  feet ; 
For  the  trails  are  all  open,  the  roads  are  all  free, 
And  the  highwayman's  whistle  is  heard  on  the  lea. 
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Again  swings  the  lash  on  the  high  mountain  trail, 
And  the  pipe  of  the  packer  is  scenting  the  gale ; 
The  oath  and  the  jest  ringing  high  o'er  the  plain, 
Where  the  smut  is  not  always  confined  to  the  grain. 

Once  more  glares  the  sunlight  on  awning  and  roof, 
Once  more  the  red  clay's  pulverized  by  the  hoof, 
Once  more  the  dust  powders  the  "outsides"  with  red, 
Once  more  at  the  station  the  whiskey  is  spread. 

Then  fly  with  me,  love,  ere  the  summer's  begun, 
And  the  mercury  mounts  to  one  hundred  and  one ; 
Ere  the  grass  now  so  green  shall  be  withered  and  sear, 
In  the  spring  that  obtains  but  one  month  in  the  year. 


57*.  THOMAS. 

A  GEOGRAPHICAL  SURVEY 
(1868.) 

T  7ERY  fair  and  full  of  promise 

Lay  the  island  of  St.  Thomas  : 
Ocean  o'er  its  reefs  and  bars 
Hid  its  elemental  scars  ; 
Groves  of  cocoanut  and  guava 
Grew  above  its  fields  of  lava. 
So  the  gem  of  the  Antilles, — 
"  Isles  of  Eden,"  where  no  ill  is, — 
Like  a  great  green  turtle  slumbered 
On  the  sea  that  it  encumbered. 
Then  said  William  Henry  Seward, 
As  he  cast  his  eye  to  leeward, 
"  Quite  important  to  our  commerce 
Is  this  island  of  St.  Thomas." 
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Said  the  Mountain  ranges,  "  Thank'ee, 
But  we  cannot  stand  the  Yankee 
O'er  our  scars  and  fissures  poring, 
In  our  very  vitals  boring, 
In  our  sacred  caverns  prying, 
All  our  secret  problems  trying, — 
Digging,  blasting,  with  dynamit 
Mocking  all  our  thunders  !     Damn  it ! 
Other  lands  may  be  more  civil, 
Bust  our  lava  crust  if  we  will." 
Said  the  Sea, — its  white  teeth  gnashing 
Through  its  coral-reef  lips  flashing, — 
"  Shall  I  let  this  scheming  mortal 
Shut  with  stone  my  shining  portal, 
Curb  my  tide,  and  check  my  play, 
Fence  with  wharves  my  shining  bay  ? 
Rather  let  me  be  drawn  out 
In  one  awful  water-spout ! " 

Said  the  black-browed  Hurricane, 
Brooding  down  the  Spanish  main, 
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"  Shall  I  see  my  forces,  zounds  ! 
Measured  by  square  inch  and  pounds, 
With  detectives  at  my  back 
When  I  double  on  my  track, 
And  my  secret  paths  made  clear, 
Published  o'er  the  hemisphere 
To  each  gaping,  prying  crew  ? 
Shall  I?     Blow  me  if  I  do!" 

So  the  Mountains  shook  and  thundered, 
And  the  Hurricane  came  sweeping, 
And  the  people  stared  and  wondered 
As  the  Sea  came  on  them  leaping  : 
Each,  according  to  his  promise, 
Made  things  lively  at  St.  Thomas. 

Till  one  morn,  when  Mr.  Seward 
Cast  his  weather  eye  to  leeward, 
There  was  not  an  inch  of  dry  land 
Left  to  mark  his  recent  island. 
Not  a  flagstaff  or  a  sentry, 
Not  a  wharf  or  port  of  entry, — 
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Only — to  cut  matters  shorter- 
Just  a  patch  of  muddy  water 
In  the  open  ocean  lying, 
And  a  gull  about  it  flying. 


THE  BALLAD  OF  MR.   COOKE. 

A  LEGEND  OF  THE  CLIFF  HOUSE,    SAN   FRANCISCO. 

V^THERE  the  sturdy  ocean  breeze 
Drives  the  spray  of  roaring  seas 
That  the  Cliff-House  balconies 

Overlook : 

There,  in  spite  of  rain  that  balked, 
With  his  sandals  duly  chalked, 
Once  upon  a  tight-rope  walked 

Mr.  Cooke. 

But  the  jester's  lightsome  mien, 
And  his  spangles  and  his  sheen, 
All  had  vanished,  when  the  scene 

He  forsook ; — 
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Yet  in  some  delusive  hope, 
In  some  vague  desire  to  cope, 
One  still  came  to  view  the  rope 

Walked  by  Cooke. 


Amid  Beauty's  bright  array, 
On  that  strange  eventful  day, 
Partly  hidden  from  the  spray, 

In  a  nook, 

Stood  Florinda  Vere  de  Vere, 
Who,  with  wind-dishevelled  hair, 
And  a  rapt,  distracted  air, 

Gazed  on  Cooke. 

Then  she  turned,  and  quickly  cried 

To  her  lover  at  her  side, 

While  her  form  with  love  and  pride 

Wildly  shook, 
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"  Clifford  Snook  !  oh,  hear  me  now  ! 
Here  I  break  each  plighted  vow : 
There 's  but  one  to  whom  I  bow, 

And  that's  Cooke  !" 

Haughtily  that  young  man  spoke  : 
"  I  descend  from  noble  folk. 
'  Seven  Oaks/  and  then  '  Se'nnoak,' 
Lastly  Snook, 

"  Is  the  way  my  name  I  trace  : 
Shall  a  youth  of  noble  race 
In  affairs  of  love  give  place 

To  a  Cooke  ?" 

"  Clifford  Snook,  I  know  thy  claim 
To  that  lineage  and  name, 
And  I  think  I  Ve  read  the  same 

In  Home  Tooke ; 

"  But  I  swear,  by  all  divine, 
Never,  never  to  be  thine, 
Till  thou  canst  upon  yon  line 

Walk  like  Cooke." 
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Though  to  that  gymnastic  feat 
He  no  closer  might  compete 
Than  to  strike  a  balancc-'shz&i 

In  a  book ; 

Yet  thenceforward,  from  that  day, 
He  his  figure  would  display 
In  some  wild  athletic  way, 

After  Cooke. 

On  some  household  eminence, 
On  a  clothes-line  or  a  fence, 
Over  ditches,  drains,  and  thence 

O'er  a  brook, 

He,  by  high  ambition  led, 
Ever  walked  and  balanced ; 
Till  the  people,  wondering,  said, 

«  How  like  Cooke  !" 

Step  by  step  did  he  proceed, 
Nerved  by  valour,  not  by  greed, 
And  at  last  the  crowning  deed 

Undertook 
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Misty  was  the  midnight  air, 
And  the  cliff  was  bleak  and  bare, 
When  he  came  to  do  and  dare 

Just  like  Cooke. 

Through  the  darkness,  o'er  the  flow, 
Stretched  the  line  where  he  should  go 
Straight  across,  as  flies  the  crow 

Or  the  rook : 

One  wild  glance  around  he  cast ; 
Then  he  faced  the  ocean  blast, 
And  he  strode  the  cable  last 

Touched  by  Cooke. 

Vainly  roared  the  angry  seas  ; 
Vainly  blew  the  ocean  breeze  ; 
But,  alas  !  the  walker's  knees 

Had  a  crook ; 

And  before  he  reached  the  rock 
Did  they  both  together  knock, 
And  he  stumbled  with  a  shock — 

Unlike  Cooke ! 
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Downward  dropping  in  the  dark, 
Like  an  arrow  to  its  mark, 
Or  a  fish-pole  when  a  shark 

Bites  the  hook, 

Dropped  the  pole  he  could  not  save, 
Dropped  the  walker,  and  the  wave 
Swift  ingulfed  the  rival  brave 

Of  J.  Cooke  i 

Came  a  roar  across  the  sea 
Of  sea-lions  in  their  glee, 
In  a  tongue  remarkably 

Like  Chinnook ; 

And  the  maddened  sea-gull  seemed 

Still  to  utter,  as  he  screamed, 

"  Perish  thus  the  wretch  who  deemed 

Himself  Cooke  I" 
But,  on  misty  moonlit  nights, 
Comes  a  skeleton  in  tights, 
Walks  once  more  the  giddy  heights 

He  mistook ; 
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And  unseen  to  mortal  eyes, 
Purged  of  grosser  earthly  ties, 
Now  at  last  in  spirit  guise 

Outdoes  Cooke. 


Still  the  sturdy  ocean  breeze 
Sweeps  the  spray  of  roaring  seas, 
Where  the  Cliff-House  balconies 
Overlook  \ 

And  the  maidens  in  their  prime, 
Reading  of  this  mournful  rhyme, 
Weep  where,  in  the  olden  time, 

Walked  J.  Cooke. 


THE  LEGENDS  OF  THE  RHINE. 

"D  EETLING  walls  with  ivy  grown, 

Frowning  heights  of  mossy  stone ; 
Turret,  with  its  flaunting  flag 
Flung  from  battlemented  crag ; 
Dungeon-keep  and  fortalice 
Looking  down  a  precipice 
O'er  the  darkly  glancing  wave 
By  the  Lurline-haunted  cave ; 
Robber  haunt  and  maiden  bower, 
Home  of  Love,  and  Crime,  and  Power, - 
That's  the  scenery,  in  fine, 
Of  the  Legends  of  the  Rhine. 

One  bold  baron,  double-dyed 
Bigamist  and  parricide, 
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And,  as  most  the  stories  run, 
Partner  of  the  Evil  One ; 
Injured  innocence  in  white, 
Fair  but  idiotic  quite, 
Wringing  of  her  lily  hands ; 
Valor  fresh  from  Paynim  lands, 
Abbot  ruddy,  hermit  pale, 
Minstrel  fraught  with  many  a  tale,— 
Are  the  actors  that  combine 
In  the  Legends  of  the  Rhine. 

Bell-mouthed  flagons  round  a  board 
Suits  of  armor,  shield,  and  sword ; 
Kerchief  with  its  bloody  stain ; 
Ghosts  of  the  untimely  slain 
Thunder-clap  and  clanking  chain ; 
Headsman's  block  and  shining  axe ; 
Thumbscrews,  crucifixes,  racks  j 
Midnight-tolling  chapel  bell, 
Heard  across  the  gloomy  fell, — 
These,  and  other  pleasant  facts, 
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Are  the  properties  that  shine 
In  the  Legends  of  the  Rhine. 

Maledictions,  whispered  vows 
Underneath  the  linden  boughs ; 
Murder,  bigamy,  and  theft ; 
Travellers  of  goods  bereft ; 
Rapine,  pillage,  arson,  spoil, — 
Every  thing  but  honest  toil, 
Are  the  deeds  that  best  define 
Every  Legend  of  the  Rhine. 

That  Virtue  always  meets  reward, 
But  quicker  when  it  wears  a  sword ; 
That  Providence  has  special  care 
Of  gallant  knight  and  lady  fair ; 
That  villains,  as  a  thing  of  course, 
Are  always  haunted  by  remorse, — 
Is  the  moral,  I  opine, 
Of  the  Legends  of  the  Rhine. 


MRS.   JUDGE  JENKINS. 
[BEING  THE  ONLY  GENUINE  SEQUEL  TO  "MAUD  MULLER. ""] 

A/I  AUD  MULLER,  all  that  summer  day, 
Raked  the  Meadow  sweet  with  hay ; 

Yet,  looking  down  the  distant  lane, 
She  hoped  the  judge  would  come  again. 

But  when  he  came,  with  smile  and  bow 

Maud  only  blushed,  and  stammered,  "  Ha-ow  ?" 

And  spoke  of  her  "  pa,"  and  wondered  whether 
He'd  give  consent  they  should  wed  together. 

Old  Muller  burst  in  tears,  and  then 

Begged  that  the  judge  would  lend  him  "  ten ; " 

For  trade  was  dull,  and  wages  low, 

And  the  "  craps,"  this  year,  were  somewhat  slow. 
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And  ere  the  languid  summer  died, 
Sweet  Maud  became  the  judge's  bride. 

But,  on  the  day  that  they  were  mated, 
Maud's  brother  Bob  was  intoxicated ; 

And  Maud's  relations,  twelve  in  all, 
Were  very  drunk  at  the  judge's  hall. 

And  when  the  summer  came  again, 
The  young  bride  bore  him  babies  twain. 

And  the  judge  was  blest,  but  thought  it  strange 
That  bearing  children  made  such  a  change : 

For  Maud  grew  broad  and  red  and  stout ; 
And  the  waist  that  his  arm  once  clasped  about 

Was  more  than  he  now  could  span.     And  he 
Sighed  as  he  pondered,  ruefully 

How  that  which  in  Maud  was  native  grace 
In  Mrs.  Jenkins  was  out  of  place 
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And  thought  of  the  twins,  and  wished  that  they 
Looked  less  like  man  who  raked  the  hay 

On  Muller's  farm,  and  dreamed  with  pain 
Of  the  day  he  wandered  down  the  lane. 

And,  looking  down  that  dreary  track, 
He  half  regretted  that  he  came  back. 

For,  had  he  waited,  he  might  have  wed 
Some  maiden  fair  and  thoroughbred ; 

For  there  be  women  fair  as  she, 
Whose  verbs  and  nouns  do  more  agree. 

Alas  for  maiden  !  alas  for  judge  ! 

And  the  sentimental, — that's  one-half  "fudge;" 

For  Maud  soon  thought  the  judge  a  bore, 
With  all  his  learning  and  all  his  lore. 

And  the  judge  would  have  bartered  Maud's  fair 

face 
For  more  refinement  and  social  grace. 
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If,  of  all  words  of  tongue  and  pen, 
The  saddest  are,  "  It  might  have  been/' 

More  sad  are  these  we  daily  see : 
"  It  is,  but  hadn't  ought  to  be." 


A  VITOR. 

AN     AERIAL     RETROSPECT. 

"I  I  7  HAT  was  it  filled  my  youthful  dreams, 

In  place  of  Greek  or  Latin  themes, 
Or  beauty's  wild,  bewildering  beams  ? 

Avitor  ? 

What  visions  and  celestial  scenes 
I  filled  with  aerial  machines, — 
Montgolfier's  and  Mr.  Green's  ! 

Avitor. 

What  fairy  tales  seemed  things  of  course  ! 
The  rock  that  brought  Sindbad  across, 
The  Calendar's  own  winged-horse  ! 

Avitor  ! 
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How  many  things  I  took  for  facts, — 
Icarus  and  his  conduct  lax, 
And  how  he  sealed  his  fate  with  wax  ! 

Avitor ! 

The  first  balloons  I  sought  to  sail, 
Soap-bubbles,  fair,  but  all  too  frail, 
Or  kites, — but  thereby  hangs  a  tail. 

Avitor 

What  made  me  launch  from  attic  tall 

A  kitten  and  a  parasol, 

And  watch  their  bitter,  frightful  fall  ? 

Avitor  ? 

What  youthful  dreams  of  high  renown 
Bade  me  inflate  the  parson's  gown, 
That  went  not  up,  nor  yet  came  down  ? 

Avitor  ? 

My  first  ascent,  I  may  not  tell : 
Enough  to  know  that  in  that  well 
My  first  high  aspirations  fell, 

Avitor  ! 
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My  other  failures  let  me  pass  : 
The  dire  explosions  ;  and,  alas  ! 
The  friends  I  choked  with  noxious  gas, 

Avitor 

For  lo  !  I  see  perfected  rise 
The  vision  of  my  boyish  eyes, 
The  messenger  of  upper  skies. 

Avitor 


A     WHITE-PINE    BALL4D. 

ECENTLY  with  Samuel  Johnson  this  occasion  I 

improved, 
Whereby  certain  gents  of  affluence  I  hear  were  greatly 

moved ; 
But 'not  all  of  Johnson's  folly,  although  multiplied  by 

nine, 
Could  compare  with  Milton-  Perkins,  late  an  owner 

in  White  Pine. 

Johnson's  folly — to  be  candid — was  a  wild  desire  to 

treat 
Every   able    male   white   citizen   he   met   upon   the 

street ; 
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And  there  being  several  thousand — but  this  subject 
why  pursue  ? 

Tis  with  Perkins,  and  not  Johnson,  that  to-day  we 
have  to  do. 

No  :  not  wild  promiscuous  treating,  not  the  wine- 
cup's  ruby  flow, 

But  the  female  of  his  species  brought  the  noble 
Perkins  low. 

'Twas  a  wild  poetic  fervor,  and  excess  of  sentiment, 

That  left  the  noble  Perkins  in  a  week  without  a 
cent. 


"  Milton  Perkins,"  said  the  Siren,  "  not  thy  wealth  do 

I  admire, 
But  the  intellect  that  flashes  from  those  eyes  of  opal 

fire; 
And  methinks  the  name  thou  bearest  surely  cannot 

be  misplaced, 
And,  embrace  me,  Mister  Perkins  ! "  Milton  Perkins 

her  embraced. 
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But  I  grieve  to  state,   that  even  then,   as    she   was 

wiping  dry 

The  tear  of  sensibility  in  Milton  Perkins'  eye, 
She  prigged  his  diamond   bosom-pin,   and  that   her 

wipe  of  lace 
Did  seem  to  have  of  chloroform  a  most  suspicious 

trace. 

Enough  that  Milton  Perkins  later  in  the  night  was 
found 

With  his  head  in  an  ash-barrel,  and  his  feet  upon  the 
ground ; 

And  he  murmured  "Seraphina,"  and  he  kissed  his 
hand,  and  smiled 

On  a  party  who  went  through  him,  like  an  unresist 
ing  child. 

MORAL. 
Now  one  word  to  Pogonippers,  ere  this  subject   I 

resign, 
In  this  tale  of  Milton  Perkins, — late  an   owner  in 

White  Pine,— 
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You  shall  see  that  wealth  and  women  are  deceitful, 

just  the  same ; 
And    the    tear    of  sensibility    has    salted    many    a 

claim. 


WHAT  THE   WOLF  REALLY  SAID   TO  LITTLE  RED 

RIDING-HOOD. 

\\  PONDERING  maiden,  so  puzzled  and  fair, 

Why   dost    thou   murmur   and   ponder   and 

stare  ? 

"  Why  are  my  eyelids  so  open  and  wild?  " — 
Only  the  better  to  see  with,  my  child  ! 
Only  the  better  and  clearer  to  view 
Cheeks  that  are  rosy,  and  eyes  that  are  blue. 

Dost  thou  still  wonder,  and  ask  why  these  arms 
Fill  thy  soft  bosom  with  tender  alarms, 
Swaying  so  wickedly  ? — are  they  misplaced, 
Clasping  or  shielding  some  delicate  waist : 
Hands  whose  coarse  sinews  may  fill  you  with  fear 
Only  the  better  protect  you,  my  dear  ! 
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Little  Red  Riding-Hood,  when  in  the  street, 
Why  do  I  press  your  small  hand  when  we  meet  ? 
Why,  when  you  timidly  offered  your  cheek, 
Why  did  I  sigh,  and  why  didn't  I  speak  ? 
Why,  well :  you  see — if  the  truth  must  appear — 
I'm  not  your  grandmother,  Riding-Hood,  dear  ! 


F  2 


THE  RITUALIST. 

BY  A   COMMUNICANT  OF    "ST.   JAMES'S." 

TT  E  wore,  I  think,  a  chasuble,  the  day  when  first 

we  met ; 

A  stole  and  snowy  alb  likewise  :  I  recollect  it  yet. 
He  called  me  "daughter,"  as  he  raised  his  jewelled 

hand  to  bless ; 
And  then,  in  thrilling  undertones,  he  asked,  "  Would 

I  confess  ?  " 

0  mother,  dear  !  blame  not  your  child,  if  then  on 

bended  knees 

1  dropped,  and  thought  of  Abelard,  and  also  Eloise ; 
Or  when,  beside  the  altar  high,  he  bowed  before  the 

pyx, 

I  envied  that  seraphic  kiss  he  gave  the  crucifix. 
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The  cruel  world  may  think  it  wrong,  perhaps  may 
deem  me  weak, 

And,  speaking  of  that  sainted  man,  may  call  his  con 
duct  "  cheek ; " 

And,  like  that  wicked  barrister  whom  Cousin  Harry 
quotes, 

May  term  his  mixed  chalice  "  grog,"  his  vestments, 
"  petticoats," 

But,  whatsoe'er  they  do  or  say,  I'll  build  a  Chris 
tian's  hope 

On  incense  and  on  altar-lights,  on  chasuble  and 
cope. 

Let  others  prove  by  precedent,  the  faith  that  they 
profess  : 

"  His  can't  be  wrong "  that's  symbolized  by  such 
becoming  dress. 


A  MORAL    VINDICATOR. 

TF  Mr.  Jones,  Lycurgus  B., 

Had  one  peculiar  quality, 
'Twas  his  severe  advocacy 
Of  conjugal  fidelity. 

His  views  of  heaven  were  very  free 
His  views  of  life  were  painiully 
Ridiculous ;  but  fervently 
He  dwelt  on  marriage  sanctity. 

He  frequently  went  on  a  spree ; 
But  in  his  wildest  revelry, 
On  this  especial  subject  he 
Betrayed  no  ambiguity. 
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And  though  at  times  Lycurgus  B. 
Did  lay  his  hands  not  lovingly 
Upon  his  wife,  the  sanctity 
Of  wedlock  was  his  guaranty. 


But  Mrs.  Jones  declined  to  see 
Affairs  in  the  same  light  as  he, 
And  quietly  got  a  decree' 
Divorcing  her  from  that  L.  B. 


And  what  did  Jones,  Lycurgus  B., 
With  his  known  idiosyncrasy  ? 
He  smiled, — a  bitter  smile  to  see,-*— 
And  drew  the  weapon  of  Bowie. 

• 

He  did  what  Sickles  did  to  Key, — 
What  Cole  on  Hiscock  wrought,  did  he ; 
In  fact,  on  persons  twenty-three 
He  proved  the  marriage  sanctity. 
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The  counsellor  who  took  the  fee, 
The  witnesses  and  referee, 
The  Judge  who  granted  the  decree, 
Died  in  that  wholesale  butchery. 

And  then  when  Jones,  Lycurgus  B., 
Had  wiped  the  weapon  of  Bowie, 
Twelve  jurymen  did  instantly 
Acquit  and  set  Lycurgus  free. 


SONGS    WITHOUT  SENSE.      FOR    THE  PARLOUR 
AND  PIANO. 

I. — THE    PERSONIFIED    SENTIMENTAL. 

A  FFECTION'S  charm  no  longer  gilds 

The  idol  of  the  shrine ; 
But  cold  Oblivion  seeks  to  fill 

Regret's  ambrosial  wine. 
Though  Friendship's  offering  buried  lies 

'Neath  cold  Aversion's  snow, 
Regard  and  Faith  will  ever  bloom 
Perpetually  below. 

I  see  thee  whirl  in  marble  halls, 

In  Pleasure's  giddy  train ; 
Remorse  is  never  on  that  brow, 

Nor  Sorrow's  mark  of  pain. 


i38  SONGS   WITHOUT  SENSE. 

Deceit  has  marked  thee  for  her  own ; 

Inconstancy  the  same ; 
And  Ruin  wildly  sheds  its  gleam 

Athwart  thy  path  of  shame. 


II, — THE    HOMELY    PATHETIC. 

THE  dews  are  heavy  on  my  brow ; 

My  breath  comes  hard  and  low ; 
Yet,  mother,  dear,  grant  one  request 

Before  your  boy  must  go. 
Oh !  lift  me  ere  my  spirit  sinks, 

And  ere  my  senses  fail : 
Place  me  once  more,  O  mother  dear! 

Astride  the  old  fence-rail. 

The  old  fence-rail,  the  old  fence-rail ! 

How  oft  these  youthful  legs, 
With  Alice'  and  Ben  Bolt's,  were  hung 

Across  those  wooden  pegs. 
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'Twas  there  the  nauseating  smoke 
Of  my  first  pipe  arose  : 

0  mother,  dear!  these  agonies 
Are  far  less  keen  than  those. 

1  know  where  lies  the  hazel  dell, 
Where  simple  Nellie  sleeps  ; 

I  know  the  cot  of  Nettie  Moore, 

And  where  the  willow  weeps. 
I  know  the  brookside  and  the  mill : 

But  all  their  pathos  fails 
Beside  the  days  when  once  I  sat 

Astride  the  old  fence-rails. 


III. — SWISS  AIR. 

I'm  a  gay  tra,  la,  la, 
With  my  fal,  lal,  la.  la, 
And  my  bright — 
And  my  light — 

Tra,  la,  le.  [Repeat.] 
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Then  laugh,  ha,  ha,  ha, 
And  ring,  ting,  ling,  ling, 
And  sing  fal,  la,  la, 

La,  la,  le.  [Repeat.] 


Woodfall  and  Kinder,  Printers,  Milford  Lane,  Strand,  London.  W.C. 


VERY  IMPORTANT  NEW  BOOKS. 

Special  List  for  1872. 

***  NOTE.  —  In  order  to  ensure  the  correct  delivery  of  the  actual  Works 
or  Particular  Editions  specified  in  this  List,  the  Name  of  the  Publisher 
SHOULD  BE  DISTINCTLY  GIVEN.  Stamps  or  a  Post-Office  Order  may 
be  remitted  direct  to  the  Publisher,  who  will  forward  per  return. 

When  "DIRECT  application"  is  requested,  the  Trade  will  please  com 
municate  with  Mr.  Rotten. 


The  uncertain  and  evanescent  character  of  all  books  illustrated  by  Photography  is  so 
well  known,  that  it  was  thought  a  Gathering  of'  our  finest  Modern  Paintings,  engraved 
upon  Steel  in  the  highest  style  of  art,  would  form  an  acceptable  Gift-Book  for  the 
coming  festive  season. 

BEAUTIFUL  PICTURES  BY  BRITISH  AHTISTS. 

A  Gathering  of  Favourites  from  our  Picture  Galleries,  1800  —  1870. 
Including  examples  by  WILKIE,  CONSTABLE,  J.  M.  W.  TURNER, 
MULREADT,  Sir  EDWIN  LANDSEER,  MACLISE,  LESLIE,  E.  M.  WARD, 
FRITH,  JOHN  GILBERT,  ANSDELL,  MARCUS  STONE,  Sir  NOEL  PATON, 
EYRE  CROWE,  O'NEIL,  FAED,  MADOX  BROWN.  All  Engraved  in 
the  highest  style  of  Art  by  the  most  Eminent  English  Engravers. 
Edited,  with  Notices  of  the  Artists,  by  SYDNEY  ARMYTAGE,  M.A. 
The  whole  forming  a  Magnificent  Volume,  in  imperial  4to,  bound 
in  Byzantine  clotn  gilt,  2  is. 

%*  The  value  of  the  Paintings  here  indelibly  reflected  by  the  engraver's 
art  is  estimated  at  .£50,000.    IT  is  ur  ABT  BOOK  FOE  ALL  TIME. 

AARON  PEN  LEY'S  SKETCHING  IN  WATER  COLOURS.  21*. 

By  the  Author  of  "The  English  School  of  Painting  in  Water- 
Colours,"  &c.  ILLUSTRATED  WITH  TWENTY-ONE  BEAUTIFUL 
CHROMO-LITHOGRAPHS,  produced  with  the  utmost  care  to  resemble 
original  WATER-COLOUR  DRAWINGS.  Small  folio,  the  text  taste 
fully  printed,  in  handsome  binding,  gilt  edges,  suitable  for  the 
Drawing-room  table,  price  2is. 
*$*  It  has  long  been  felt  that  the  magnificent  work  of  the  great  English  master  of 

Painting  in  Water-colours,  published  at  ^4  43.,  was  too  dear  for  general  circulation. 

The  above  embodies  all  the  instructions  of  the  distinguished  author,  with  Twenty-one 

beautiful  Specimens  of  Water-colour  Painting.    IT  is  A  MOST  CHABMiica  PBESENT 

FOE  A  YOUK&  LADY. 


(EIjc  Jfammtf  "Jfratftr  " 
THE  "MACLISE  GALLERY  "  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITERARY 

PORTRAITS,  Drawn  and  Engraved  by  the  late  DANIEL  MACLISE, 
B  .A.  With  Letterpress  Descriptions  by  the  late  WILLIAM  MAGINN, 
"  The  Doctor."  Now  first  issued  in  a  complete  form,  from  the 
Original  Plates,  &c.  4to,  nearly  400  pages.  An  elegant  and  most 
interesting  volume. 

%*  "  What  a  truly  charming  book  of  pictures  and  prose,  the  quintessence,  as 
it  were,  of  Maclise  and  Maginn,  giving  the  very  form  and  pressure  of  their 
1'terary  time,  would  this  century  of  illustrious  characters  make  "  —  Notei  and 
Queries,  March  n,  1871. 

JOHN  CAMDEN.  HOTTEN,  74  AND.  ,75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDON, 


Very   Important   New   Books. 


Q  truly  iHajjntnccnt 
"LIVES  OF  THE  SAINTS."    Enriched  with  51  exquisite 

Pull-page  Miniatures,  in  Gold  and  Colours.  Every  page  of  the 
Text  within  Engraved  Borders  of  Beautiful  Design.  In  thick  4to 
sumptuously  printed,  and  bound  in  silk  velvet,  enriched  with  gold^ 
preserved  in  a  case,  £7  73. ;  in  morocco,  extra  gilt,  inlaid,  ^10  155. ' 

&^~  THIS  VERY  IMPORTANT  WORK,  commenced  three  years  since,  has 
it  length  been  completed,  and  fully  justifies  the  high  expectations  formed  of  it  diirinq 
Its  progress  through,  the  press.  Taking  the  text  of  the  Rev.  Alban  Butler  as  his  guide 
the  Editor  has,  wherever  practicable,  carefully  verified  the  references  of  that  eminent 
iivine.  The  delicacy  and  finish  of  the  beautiful  miniature*  have  never  before  been 
approached  in  any  similar  work  in  this  country.  They  exhibit  a  beauty  and  exquisite 
vftness  of  colour  which  have  hitherto  only  beenrealixed  by  the  most  expensive  miniature 
paintings.  The  work  must  be  seen  to  be  appreciated,  as  it  ts  like  no  other  of  the  khid. 
The  preparation  has  been  so  easily  and  slow,  that  the  book  is  neuer  likely  to  decrease  in 
value. 


8  berg  ^ 
SAINT  URSULA,  Princess  of  Britain,  and  her  Companions. 

With  25  Full-page  4to  Illuminated  Miniatures  from  the  Pictures 
of  Cologne,  and  exquisitely  designed  Woodcut  Borders.  In  crown 
4to,  beautifully  bound  in  silk  and  gold,  £3  15.5. 

%*  THE  FINEST  BOOK-PAINTINGS  OF  THE  KIND  EVER  PUBLISHED.     THB  ABTIST 
OBTAINED  THE  GOLD  PfilZE  AT  THE  PARIS  EXPOSITION. 

K2T  THE   BOOS:  MUST  BE  SEEN  TO  BE  APPRECIATED.      The 

Illustrations  are  exact  reproductions  of  the  exquisite  paintings  of  the  Van  Eyck 
school,  and  in  finish  and  beauty  are  far  above  any  similar  book-paintings  issued  in  this 
eountry.  As  tue  preparation  of  the  work  has  been  so  costly  and  slow,  it  is  necer  likely 
to  decrease  in  value. 


"GOLDEN    VERSES  FROM    THE    NEW    TESTAMENT." 

With  50  Illuminations  and  Miniatures  from  celebrated  Missals  and 
Books  of  Hours  of  the  i4th  and  i5th  Centuries,  in  Gold  and  Colours. 
The  Text  very  beautifully  printed  in  Letters  of  Gold  on  fine  Ivory 
Paper.  4to,  in  a  handsome  cloth  case  with  silk  ribbons,  305.  ;  or 
bound  in  a  volume,  morocco,  gilt  edges,  £2  55. 


ALBERT   DURER'S    "LITTLE   PASSION,"  as  Engraved 

by  the  distinguished  Artist  in  1509-10;  consisting  of  37  inimitable 
I.>esigns  upon  Wood.  With  a  Survey  of  Durer's  Works  by  W.  C. 
PRIME.  Koyal  4to.  The  Illustrations  in  exquisite  facsimile,  emble 
matic  binding,  253. 

%*  Only  100  copies  of  this  beautiful  book  were  printed. 


BRUNETS  MANUEL    DU  LIBRAIRE.     5  vols.  royal  3vo, 

half  morocco,  top  edge  gilt,  255.  only. 
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Very   Important   New   Books. 


CURIOSITIES  OF  LONDON.  Exhibiting  the  most  Eare 
and  Kemarkable  Objects  of  Interest  in  the  Metropolis  ;  with  nearly 
Sixty  Years'  Personal  Eecollections.  By  JOHN  TIMES,  F.S.A. 
New  Edition,  Corrected  and  Enlarged,  2 is. 

***  "A  most  valuable  and  interesting  work,  and  a  mine  of  information  to  all  who 
derire  any  particulars  about  London,  past  and  present.  It  contains  nearly  1,000  closely 
printed  pages." 


Bow  CHUBCH  AND  CHEAPSIDE,  1750. 


LONDON    CHARACTERS:    The    Humour,     Pathos,    and 

Peculiarities  of  London  Life.  By  HENRY  MAYHEW  (Author  of 
"  London  Labour  and  the  London  Poor),"  and  other  Writers.  With 
upwards  of  70  Characteristic  Illustrations  of  London  Life.  Crown 
8vo,  480  pages,  75.  6d. 


KNIGHT'S  (Charles)  PICTORIAL  HISTORY  OF  LONDON, 

Ancient  and  Modern.  With  nearly  700  Engravings  of  Buildings, 
Antiquities,  Costumes,  Remarkable  Characters,  Curiosities,  &o.,  &c. 
6  vols.  imp.  8vo,  bound  in  3,  cloth  neat,  355. 

%*  The  most  delightful  booJc  ever  icr'<1ten  about  Old  and  Modern  London.  It 
is  aperfect  mine  of  information,  and  should  be  in  every  English  Library.  If  looked  at 
fro'n  the  point  of  cheapness  alone,  the  work  is  a  perfect  marvel,  containing  as  it  does 
wore  than  2,500  large  and  handsomely  printed  pages,  crowded  with  pictures. 
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Very   Important   New   Books. 

Capital   Shilling    Books. 

BISMARCK  :    The  Story  of  his  Career,  told  for  Popular 

Reading.    By  Mr.  GEO.  BULLEN,  of  the  British  Museum,     is. 
%*  An  admirable  account  of  the  "  Man  of  Blood  and  Iron  ;  "  giving  numerous 
very  characteristic  anecdotes. 

THE  CO  l\l  SCRIPT:  A  Story  of  the  French  and  German 

War  of  1813.    By  MM.  ERCKMANN-CHATRIAN.    is. 

%*  The  only  unabridged  English  translation  published. 

WATERLOO.     A  Story  of  the  War  of  18U.    By  MM. 

ERCKMANN-CHATRIAN.     The  only  unabridged  translation,     is. 

KILLED  ATSA~ARBRUCK  :  An  Englishman's  Adventures 

during  the  War.    By  EDWARD  LEGGE,  Correspondent  at  the  Seat 
of  War.    Cloth,  as.  6d.  ;  paper,  is. 


Narrative  of  a  Blockade 

Runner  during  the  American  War.    is. 


CHIPS  FROM    A   RO  UGH  LOG.     Amusing  Account  of  a 
Voyage  to  the  Antipodes,    is. 

THACKERAY,  the  Humourist  and  Man  of  Letters.     A 

Story  of  his  Life.    By  the  Author  of  the  "  Life  of  Dickens."     is. 


HOWARDPAUL  'SNevS1BookLoB 

&C.      IS. 

MYSfERY  OF  MR.  E.  DROOD.     A  delightful  Adaptation. 

By  ORPHEUS  C.  KERR.     is. 

POLICEMAN  Y  :  His  Opinions  on  War  and  the  Millingiary. 

With  Illustrations  by  SODEN.    Cloth,  25.  6d.  ;  paper,  is. 
%*  Readers  of  Thackeray's  "  Policeman  X  Ballads  "  will  be  much  amused  with  the 
"  Opinions  "  of  his  brother  officer,  "  Policeman  Y." 

BIGLO  W~PlPERS7~Ky~3~~R.   LOWELL.     Tfie    lest  and 

fullest  edition  of  these  Humorous  and  very  Clever  Verses,    is. 


NEWELL.    A  most  mirth-provoking 


[Office-Seeker'] 

rth-rovokin    work. 


SHBLL/l\IGS  ';  His  Booh  of  Sayings.     Exceedingly 

droll,  and  of  world-wide  reputation,     is. 


By  TOM  HOOD.    A  de 

lightful  piece  of  humour.    Idiotically  illustrated  by  BEUNTON.     is 

WIT  AND~HUMOUR.     Verses  by  O.  W.  HOLMES,  Author 

of  the  "  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Table."     is. 
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Very   Important  New  Books. 


GEORGE   COLMAN'S  HUMOROUS  WORKS. 


BROAD   GRINS.   My  Nightgown 

and  Slippers,  and  other  Humorous 
Works,  Prose  and  Poetical,  of  GEORGE 
COLMAN  the  Younger.  Now  first  col 
lected,  with  Life  and  Anecdotes  of  the 
Author,  by  GEORGE  B.  BUCKS-TONE. 
Crown  8vo,  500  pages,  73.  6d. 

***  Admirers  of  genuine  old  English  wit  and 
humour — irresistible  and  always  fresh — will  be 
delighted  with  the  collected  edition  of  George 
Caiman's  humorous  work.  As  a  ivit,  he  has  had 
no  equal  in  our  time  ;  and  a  man  with  a  tithe  of 
his  ability  could,  at  the  present  day,  make  the 
fortune  of  any  one  of  our  so-called  "comic 
journals,"  and  bankrupt  the  rest. 

Are  you  Engaged  ?    If  so,  procure 

ADVICE    TO    PARTIES    ABOUT 

TO  MARRY.  A  Series  of  Instruc 
tions  in  Jest  and  Earnest.  By  the 

Hon.  HUGH  EOWLBT.  WHh  Humorous  Illustrations.   Price  3s.  6d., 

elegantly  bound. 

%*  Sefore  taking  the  "  awful  plunge  "  be  sure  to  consult  thi»  little  work.  If  it  is 
not  a  guarantee  against  life-long  misery,  it  will  at  least  be  found  of  great  assistance 
in  selecting  a  partner  for  life. 

SEYMOUR'S  SKETCHES. A    Companion    Volume    to 

"Leech's  Pictures"  The  Book  of  Cockney  Sports,  Whims,  and 
Oddities.  Nearly  200  highly  amusing  Illustrations.  Oblong  4to, 
a  handsome  volume,  half  morocco,  price  12s. 

*$*  A  re-issue  of  the  famous  pictorial  comicalities  which  were  so  popular  thirty  years 
ago.     The  volume  is  admirably  adapted  for  a  table-book,  and  the  pictures  will  doubtless 
again   meet  with   that  popularity  which  was 
extended  towards  them  when  the  artist  pro 
jected  with  Mr.  Dickens   the  famous  "Pick 
wick  Papers." 


AAJ 


i 


THE  GENIAL  SHOWMAN;  or, 

Adventures  with  Artemus  Ward, 
and  the  Story  of  his  Life.  By  E. 
P.  KINGSTON,  companion  of  Arte 
mus  Ward  during  the  latter's  Ad 
ventures.  Cheap  and  popular 
Edition,  cr.  8vo,  illustrated  by 
Brunton,  75.  6d. 

%*  This  is  a  most  interesting  work.  It 
ffives  Sketches  of  Show-Life  in  the  Far  West, 
on  th  Pacific  Coast,  among  the  Mines  of 
CaJ^  ornia,  in  Salt  Lake  City,  and  across  the 
\-6^cky  Mountains ;  including  chapters  descrip 
tive  of  Artemus  Ward's  visit  to  England. 
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Very  Important   Uew   Books. 


Original  Edition  of  the  Famous  JOE  MILLER'S  JESTS; 

the  politest  Repartees,  most  elegant  Bon-Mots,  and  most  pleasing 

short  Stories  in  the  English  Language.     London  :  printed  by  T. 

Bead,  1739.    Eemarkable  facsimile.    8vo,  half  morocco,  price  gs.  6d. 

*  *  ONLY  A  VERY  FEW  COPIES  OF  THIS  HUMOROUS  AND  EACY 

OLD  BOOK  HAVE  BEEN  REPRODUCED. 

HISTORY  OF  PLAYING  CARDS.  With  Sixty  curious 

trations,  55°  PPv  Pri°e  73.  6d. 

*'  A  highly  interesting  volume." — Morning  Post. 


AND  CHEATING-,  OLD 
GAMES  AND  G.VIIING- 
HOUSES,  CARD  REYBLS 
AND  BLIND  HOOKEY, 

PlCQUET     AND     VlNGT- 

ET-UIT,        "WHIST        AND 

CRIBBAGE,  OLD-FASH 
IONED  TRICKS. 


A.ND  MODERN  GAMES* 
CON JU BINS,  FORTUNE- 
TELLING  AND  CA-BD- 
SHABPING,  SKILL  AND 
SLEIGHT  I>F  HAND, 
GAMBLING  AND  CAL 
CULATION,  CARTOIIANCY 


SLANG  DICTIONARY;   or,    The    Vulgar  Words,   Street 

Phrases,  and  "Fast"  Expressions  of  Hiyh  and  Low  Society;  many 
With  their  Etymology,  and  a  few  with  their  History  traced.  WITH 
CURIOUS  iLLJSTaATiONS.  A  New  Dictionary  of  Colloqoial  English. 
Pp.  328,  in  8vo,  price  6s.  6d. 

•'  It  may  be 
«loubted  if  there 
exists  a  more 
amusing  volume 
in  the  English 
language." — Spec 
tator. 

•'  Valuable  as  a 

workof reference."   J^1  '^ "™»7  \'t 
—Saturday  Review     u'lder    yBl:EAKT    Ll 
"All  classes    ot   Sirong  j^^  ^  tho 
society    will    tmd 

'so  Two  UPON  TEW,  in  amnsementandin- 
the  Dictionary,  p.  ZM.     struction     in     its 
pages."— Times. 


Hieroglyphic  verb, 


(viz> 


CAPTAIN  GROSE'S  DICTIONARY  of  the  VULGAR  TONGUE, 

1785.  A  genuine  umnutilated  Eeprint  of  the  First  Edition.  Price  8s. 
%*  Only  a  small  number  of  copies  of  this  very  vulgar,  but  very  curious,  booic  have 
been  printed  for  the  Collectors  of  "  Street  Words"  and  Colloquialisms,  on  fine  toned 
paper,  half-bound  morocco,  gilt  top. 
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HOTTEN,  74  AND  75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDON. 


Very  Important  New  Books. 


THE  STANDARD  EDITION. 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE.  Profusely  Illustrated  by  ERNEST 
GKISET.  Edited,  with  a  New  Account  of  the  Origin  of  Bobinson 
Crusoe,  by  WILLIAM  LEE,  Esq.  Crown  8vo,  55. 

%*  This  edition  deserves  special  attention  from  the  fact  that  it  is  the  only  correct 
one  that  has  been  printed  since  the  time  of  Defoe.  By  the  kindness  of  Mr.  Lee  a,  copy 
of  the  rare  and  valuable  original,  in  three  vols.,  was  deposited  with  the  printers  during 
the  progress  of  the  work,  and  all  those  alterations  and  blunders  ichich  ha>:e  been  dis 
covered  in  every  recent  edition  are  in  this  case  avoided.  There  is  no  licing  artist  better 
adapted  to  the  task  of  illustrating  Crusoe  than  Ernest  Griset. 

LEGENDS  OF  SAVAGE  LIFE.     By  JAMES  GREENWOOD,  the 

famous  Author  of  "  A  Night  in  a  Workhouse."     With  36  inimitably 
droll  Illustrations,  drawn  and   coloured  by  ERNEST  GRISET,  the 
"  English  Gustavo  Dore."    4to,  coloured,  73.  6d. ;  plain,  55. 
%**  Thepictures  are  among  the  most  surprising  which  hace  come  from  this  artist's  pencil. 
"  A  Muncha;usen  sort  of  book.    The  drawings  by  M.  Griset  are  very  power 
ful  and  eccentric." — Saturday  Eeview. 

Walk  up !  Walk  up !  and  see  the 

COOL'S  PARADISE ;  with  the  Many  Wonderful  Adven- 
'  tures  there,  as  seen  in  the  strange,  surprising 

PEEP-SHOW  OF  PROFESSOR  WOLLEY  COBBLE, 

Earee  Showman  these  Five-and-Twenty  Years. 

N.B. — Money  Returned  if  the  Performance  not  Approved  of.     Private  Parties 
attended  on  the  Shortest  Notice.      Price  ys.  6d. 
Crown  4to,  with  nearly  200  immensely  funny  Pictures,  all  beautifully  Coloured. 


THE  PROFESSOR'S  LEETLE  Music  LESSON. 
***  One  of  the  drollest,  most  comical  books  ever  published. 


THE  HATCHET-THROWERS.      With  Thirty-six  Illustra- 

tions,  coloured  after  the  inimitably  grotesque  Drawings  of  EKNEST 
GRISET.    4to,  cloth  gilt,  js.  6d. ;  plates  uncoloured,  55. 
%*  Comprises  the  astonishing  adventures  of  Three  Ancient  Mariners,  the  Brother? 
Brass  oj  JBristol,  Mr.  Corker,  and  Mungo  Midge. 
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Very  Important  New  Books. 


MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK.  Containing  Ample  Instructions 
for  PERFORMANCE  in  LEGERDEMAIN,  CUPS  and  BALLS,  EGGS, 
HATS,  HANDKERCHIEFS,  &c.  By  the  Author  of  "  The  Secret  Out." 
All  from  Actual  Experience,  and  Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMER,  Jun., 
of  Regent  Street.  With  200  Illustrations,  45.  6d. 

THE  SECRET  OUT;  or,  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards] 

'  and  other  Recreations ;  with  Entertaining  Experiments  in  Draining- 
Room  or  "  White  Magic."  By  the  Author  of  the  "  Magician's  Own 
Book."  Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMER,  ^un.,  of  Eegent  Street.  With 
300  Engravings.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  45.  6d. 


***  These  Uoolcs  are  complete  Cyclopedias  of  Legerdemain.  Under  the  title  of 
"  Le  Magicien  des  Salons"  the  first  has  long  been  a  standard  Magic  Book  with  all 
French  and  German  Professors  of  the  Art.  The  tricks  are  described  so  carefully., 
with  engravings  to  illustrate  them,  that  anybody  can  easily  learn  how  to  perform  them. 

ENTIRELY    NEW   GAMES. 

THE  MERRY  CIRCLE.     A  Book  of  NEW,  GRACEFUL,  and 
INTELLECTUAL  GAMES  and  AMUSEMENTS.    Edited  by  Mrs.  CLARA 
BELLEW.     Crown  8vo,  numerous  Illustrations,  45.  6d. 
*$*  A.  new  and  capital  book  of  Household  Amusements.     These  are  in  every  way 

Intellectual  Games,  and  will  please  both  old  and  young.    It  is  an  excellent  book  to 

consult  before  going  to  an  evening  party. 

THE  ART  OF  AMUSING.     A  Collection  of  Graceful  Arts, 
Games,  Tricks,  Puzzles,  and  Charades,  intended  to  amuse  every 
body,  and  enable  all  to  amuse  everybody  else.    By  FRANK  BELLEW. 
With  nearly  300  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  45.  6d. 
%*  One  of  the  most  entertaining  handbooks  for  amuseme 


NOTICE.  —  Of  the  four  books  offered  above,  the  first  is  the  most  Advanced 
in  the  Mysteries  of  White  Magic.  The  second  is  a  capital  Beginners' 
Book  en  the  Wonderful  Art  of  Conjuring.  The  third  work,  "  The  Merry 
Circle,"  is  a  book  of  an  Advanced  Character  in  Family  Amusements, 
and  requires  considerable  judgment  on  the  part  of  the  players.  The 
last  worlt  is  a  capital  introductory  book  to  th°-  Art  of  Amusing 
generally. 

JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN,  74  AND  75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDON. 


Very   Important   Mew   Books. 


GUSTAVE   DORE'S   MOST    CHARACTERISTIC  WORKS. 

RABELAIS.  Faithfully  trans 
lated  from  the  French,  with  variorum 
Notes,  and  numerous  characteristic 
Illustrations  by  GUSTAVE  DORE. 
Cloth  neat,  600  pages.  Price  75.  6d. 

%*  When  it  is  stated  that  this  is  a  "faithful 
translation,"  scholars  will  knoiv  ichat  is  meani. 
The  60  full-page  Illustrations  arein  the  Artisfn 
best  and  most  fantastic  manner. 

COCKAYNES  IN  PARIS,    The; 

or,  an  English  Family  Abroad.     By 

BLANCHARD  JERROLD.    With  MOST 

AMUSING  thumb-nail  SKETCHES  of  the 

ENGLISH  by  GUSTAVE  DORE,  taken 

on  the  Eail,  the  Steam-boat,  and  the 

Pavement.    Price  73.  6d. 

***  Eeturned  tourists  tcho  would  like  to  see  themselves  from  a  French  point  of  view, 
will  be  greatly  diverted  with  this  new  travel-book.  The  pictures  are  very  droll, 
and  give  the  exact  notions  of  foreigners  concerning  us.  One  of  these  notions  is  that  all 
English  ladies  and  gentlemen  breathe  through  their  mouths  instead  of  through  theiv 
noses,  hence  our  moutlis  are  always  open,  our  teeth  protrude,  and  we  are  continually  on 
the  grin.  Some  of  their  caricatures  of  our  weaknesses  are  not  wholly  devoid  of  truth* 


CAPTAIN  CASTAGNEni8u 

credible  Adventures.  4to,  with  GUSTAVE  DORE'S  Illustrations. 
Price  i.".  gd.  (sells  at  Ss.)  Apply  DIRECT  to  Mr.  HOTTEN/OT  this  book. 

Hotten's  Edition  of~"^fE8~DMu^i^UES"~(Drpif 

Tales  collected  from  the  Abbeys  of  Lorraine),  par  BALZAC.    With 
425  Marvellous,  Extravagant,  and  Fantastic  Woodcuts  by  DORE. 
Beautifully  printed,  thick  8vo,  half  morocco,  Eoxburghe.     I2S.  6d. 
%*  The  most  singular  designs  ever  attempted  by  any  artist.    So  crammed  is  the  book 

with   pictures  that  even    the  contents   are   adorned  with  thirty-three   illustrations. 

DIRECT  application  must  be  made  to  Mr.  HOTTEN  for  this  work. 

GUSTAVE  DORE'S  FAVOURITE  PENCIL  SKETCHES. 

HISTORICAL  CARTOONS;  or,  Rough  Pencillings  of  the 

World's  History  from  the  First  to  the  Nineteenth  Century.  By  GUS 
TAVE  DORE.  With  admirable  letterpress  descriptions  by  THOMAS 
WRIGHT,  F.S.  A.  Oblong  4to,  handsome  Table  Book.  Price  75.  6cl. 

V  This  is  a 
new  book  of  dar 
ing  and  inimit 
able  designs, 
which  will  ex 
cite  considerable 
attention,  and 
doubtless  com 
mand  a  very 
wide  circulation. 


JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN,  74  AND  75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDON. 


Very   Important   New  Books. 


CHARLES  DICKENS— The  Story  of  his  Life.    By  the 

Author  of  "The  Life  of  Thackeray."    Price   ys.  6d.t  with  NUME 
ROUS  PORTRAITS  AND  ILLUSTRATIONS,  370  pp. 

"  Anecdotes  seem  to  have 
poured  in  upon  the  author 
from  all  quarters.  .  .  Turn 
where  we  will  through  these 
370  pleasant  pages,  some 
thing  worth  reading  is  sure 
to  meet  the  ey-  e.  "—Ike  Stan 
dard. 


Dickens's  Life :  An 
other  Edition,  without 
Illustrations,  uniform 
with  the  "CiiAULES 
DICKENS  EDITION," 
aud  forming  a  Supple 
mentary  Volume  to 
that  favourite  issue, 
crimson  cloth,  35.  6d. 


DICKER'S   SUMMER  HOUSE. 


Dickens' s  Life. — CHEAP  POPULAR  EDITION,  in  paper,  25. 


DICKENS' S  SPEECHES,  Literary  and  Social.—  Now  first 

collected.  With  Chapters  on  "  Charles  Dickens  as  a  Letter  Writer, 
Poet,  and  Public  Reader."  Price  75.  6d.,  with  Fine  Portrait  by 
Co  ant  D'C-RSAT,  370  pages. 

***  "  His  capital  speeches.  Every  one 
of  them  reads  like  a  page  of '  Pickwick.' " 
—The  Critic. 

"  His  speeches  are  as  good  as  any  of  his 
printed  writings."— The  Times. 

Dickens's  Speeches. — Uniform 

with  the  "  CHARLES  DICKENS  EDI 
TION,"  and  forming  a  Supplement 
ary  Volume  to  that  favourite  issue, 
crimson  cloth,  35.  6d. 

Dichens's  Speeches.  —  CHEAP 

EDITION,  without  Portrait,  in  paper 
wrapper,  2s. 

HUNTED   DOWN.     A  Story  by  CHARLES  DICKENS.     With 

some  Account  of  Wainewright,  the  Poisoner.    Price  6d. 
%*  A  pot/j3ffu,l  and  intensely  thrilling  story,  now  first  printed  in  book-form  in 
tiis  country. 
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Very  Important  New  Books, 


HOGARTH'S    FIVE    DAYS8 

Frolic;  or,  "  Peregrinations 
by  Land  and  Water."  Illus 
trated  with  TINTED  DRAW 
INGS,  made  by  HOGARTH  and 
SCOTT  during  the  Journey.  4to, 
beautifully  printed,  los.  6d. 
***  A  graphic  and  most  extraordinary 

picture  of  the  hearty  Enr/liah  times  in 

which  these  merry  artists  lived. 

ACROSTICS,  in  Prose  and 

Verse.    Edited   by  A.  E.  H. 

I2mo,  gilt  cloth,  gilt  edges,  33. 

SECOND  SERIES,  cloth  gilt,  35. 

THIRD  SERIES,  cloth  gilt,  35. 

FOURTH  SERIES.    With  8  Pictorial  Acrostics.    Cloth,  gilt,  33. 

FIFTH  SERIES.     An  entirely  New  and  Original  Work.     Cloth 

elegant,  45.  6d. 
SUPPLEMENT,   under   the    title   of   "  Easy   Double,   Historical, 

and  Scriptural  Acrostics.    Cloth  gilt,  35. 

%*  Each  series  sold  separately.     These  are  the  best  volumes  of  Acrostics  ever  issued. 
They  comprise  Single,  Double,  Treble,  and  every  variety  of  acrostic,  and  the  set  would 
amuse  the  younger  members  of  a  family  for  an  entire  winter. 
The  Five  Series  Complete  in  a  Case,        "  The  Acrostic  Box,"  price  155, 

WoNDEmjL~CHARACTERSr~Memoirs  and  Anecdotes 

of  Remarkable  and  Eccentric  Persons  of  Every  Age  and  Nation. 
From  the  text  of  HENRY  WILSON  and  JAMES  CAULFIELD.  8vo, 
with  SIXTY-ONE  FULL-PAGE  ENGRAVINGS  OF  EXTRAORDINARY 
PERSONS,  price  75.  6d. 


***  There  are  so  many  curiuitg  matters  discussed'  in  this  volume,  that  any  person  toko 
fakes  it  up  will  not  readily  lay  it  down.  The  introduction  is  almost  entirely  devoted  to 
o  consideration  of  Pig -Faced  Ladies,  and  the  various  stories  concerning  them. 


JOEIT  CAMDEN  HOTTEN,  74  AND  75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDOI.V 


Very   Important   New   Books. 


AN  EPIC  OF  WOMEN,  and  other  Poems.      By  ARTHUR 

W.  E.  O'SHAUGHNESSY.      With  Original  Designs  by  Mr.  J.  T. 
NETTLESHIP.    Cloth,  neat,  price  6s. 

"What  he  has  given  us  is  remarkable.  With  its  quaint  title,  and  quaint 
illustrations,  '  AN  EPIC  OF  WOMEN  '  will  be  a  rich  treat  to  a  wide  circle  of 
admirers." — Athenaeum,  Nov.  5,  1870. 

"Combine  Morris  and  Swinburne,  and  inspire  the  product  with  a  fervour 
essentially  original,  and  you  have,  as  we  take  it,  a  fair  notion  of  Mr.  O'Shaugh- 
nessy'v;  poems." — Dispatch,  Oct.  30,  1870. 

ANACREON. Illustrated  by  the  Exquisite  Designs  of 
GIKODET.  Translated  by  THOMAS  MOORE.  Bound  in  vellum  cloth 
and  Etruscan  gold.  12?.  6d. 


" ***  A  MOST  BEAUTIFUL  AND  CAPTIVATING  VOLUME.  Tli?  well- 
"known  Paris  house,  Firmin  Didot,  a  few  years  since  produced  a  miniature  edition  of 
these  exquisite  designs  by  the  photographic  process,  and  sold  a  large  number  at  £2  per 
copy.  The  designs  have  been  universally  admired  by  both  artists  and  poets, 

ECHOES   FROM   THE  FRENCH    POETS.     An  Anthology 

from  BAUDELAIKE,  ALFRED  DE  MUSSET,  LAMARTINE,  VICTOR 
HUGO,  A.  CHENIER,  T.  GATJTIER,  BERANGER,  NADAUD,  DUPONT, 
PARNY,  and  others.  By  HARRY  CURWEN.  Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  55. ; 
half -morocco,  6s. 

"A  pleasant  little  volume  of  translations  from  modern  French  poets."— 
Graphic,  Aug.  20,  1870. 

FAIR   ROSAMOND,   and   other  Poems.     By   B.  MONT- 

GOMERIE  RANKING  (of  the  Inner  Temple).    Fcap.  8vo,  price  6s. 
JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN,  74  AND  75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDON. 


Very  Important  New   Books, 


THE    NEW    "PUNIANA"    SEEIES    OF 

CHOICE  ILLUSTRATED  WORKS  of  HUMOUR. 

Elegantly  printed  on  toned  paper,  full  gilt,  gilt  edges,  for  the 
Drawing -Room,  price  6s.  each. 

1.  CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.      By 

HENRY  S.  LEIGH.  Vers  de  Spciete, 
and  charming  Verses  descriptive  of 
London  Life.  With  numerous  exqui 
site  little  Designs  by  ALFRED  CON- 
CANEN  and  the  late  JOHN  LEECH. 
Small  4to,  elegant,  uniform  with  "  Pun- 
iana,"  6s. 

2.  COUNTRY-HOUSE  CHARADES, 

for  Acting.    By  Capt.  E.  C.  NUGENT. 
With  Illustrations  by  W.   R.  SNOW. 
Small  4to,  green  and  gold,  6s. 
*»*  An  entirely  new  book  of  Household  Amuse 
ments.   An  Appendix  gives  the  various  Songs  set  to 
Music  for  accompaniment  upon  the  Pianoforte. 

"  AN  AWFULLY  JOLLY  BOOK  FOR  PARTIES.' 

S.    PUNIANA :     Thoughts   Wise  and  Otherwise.     Best 

Book  of  Riddles  and  Puns  ever  formed.   With  nearly  100  exquisitely 

fanciful  Drawings.     Contains  nearly  3,000  of  the  best  Riddles  and 

10,000  most  outrageous  Puns,  and  is  one  of  the  most  Popular  Books 

ever  issued.  New  Edition,  uniform  with  the  "Bab  Ballads."  Price  6s. 

Why  did  Du  Chaillu  get  so  angry  when  he  was  chaffed  about  the  Gorilla  ? — Why  f 

we  ask. 

Why  is  a  chrysalis  like  a  hot  roll  ? — You  will  doubtless  remark,  "  Because  it's  the 
grub  that  makes  the  butter  fly ! "  But  see  "  Puniana." 

Why  is  a  wide-awake  hat  so  called  ? — Because  it  never  had  a  nap,  and  never  wantt 
one. 

The  Saturday  Review  says  of  this  most  amusing  work  :— "Enormous  burlesque 
—unapproachable  and  pre-eminent.  We  venture  to  think  that  this  very  queer 
volume  will  be  a  favourite.  It  deserves  to  be  so ;  and  we  should  suggest  that 
to  a  dull  person  desirous  to  get  credit  with  the  young  holiday  people,  it  would 
be  good  policy  to  invest  in  the  book,  and  dole  it  out  by  instalments." 

NEW  SOCIETY  BOOK  BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "PUNIANA." 

4.  GAMOSAGAMMOfl ; 

or,  Advice  to  Parties 
about  to  Connubialise. 
By  the  Hon.  HUGH 
ROWLEY.  With  nume 
rous  exquisite  and  fan 
ciful  designs  from  his 
pencil.  Small  4to,  green 
and  gold,  6s. 

***  The  Quaintest,  Funniest, 
mo  <t  Original  Book  published 
icr  a  long  time. 

JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN,  74  AND  75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDOIIO 


Very  Important  New  Books. 


FLAGELLATION  and  the  FLAGELLANTS;  A  History  of  the 

Rod  in  all  Countries,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time. 
By  the  Rev.  WILLIAM  COOPER,  B.A.  With  numerous  Illustra 
tions.  Thick  crown  8vo,  123.  6d. 


THE  ROD 

m 

THE  CHUBCH, 

CONVENT, 

MONASTERY, 

PEISON, 

ABMY,  NAVY, 

IN  PUBLIC 

AND 

IN  PEIVATE. 


THE  BIHOH 

n 

THE  FAMILY, 

LADIES'  SEMINARIES, 

BOYS'  SCHOOLS, 

COLLEGES, 

THE  BOTJBOIB, 

Ancient  and  Modern. 


***  "  A  very  remarkable,  and  certainly  a  very  readable  volume.  Those  who 
care  for  quaint  stories  of  the  birch  will  find  much  matter  for  reflection,  and  not 
a  little  amusement,  in  Mr.  Cooper's  '  Flagellation'  Book."— Daily  Telegraph. 

The  ENGLISHMAN'S  HOUSE,  from  aGottageto  a  Mansion. 

A  Practical  Guide  to  Members  of  Building  Societies,  and  all  inter 
ested  in  Selecting  or  Building  a  House.  By  C.  J.  RICHARDSON, 
Architect,  Author  of  "  Old  English  Mansions,"  &c.  Second  Edition. 
Corrected  and  Enlarged,  with  nearly  600  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
550  pages,  cloth,  js.  6d. 


V  This  Work  migh 
not  inapjiropriately  be 
termed  "A  Book  oj 
Souses."  It  gives  every  < 
variety  of  house,  from  a 
workman's  cottage  to  a 
nobleman's  palace.  Tke>\ 
book  is  intended  to  supply  j 
a  icant  long  felt,  viz.,  a  \ 
plain  non-technical  ae-\ 
count  of  every  style  oj 
house,  with  the  cost  anc-' 
manner  of  building. 


PICCADILLY,  LOFDOST, 


JOHIT  CAMDEN  HCITSN, 


Very   Important   New   Books. 


NAPOLEON   III.,    THE   MAN    OF  HIS    TIME: 

PART  I. — The  STOUT  OF  THE  LIFE  OF  NAPOLEON  III.,  as  told  by 

JAS.  W.  HASWELL. 
PAET  II. — The  SAME  STORY,  as  told  by  the  POPULAR  CARICATURES 

of  the  past  Thirty-five  Years.    Crown  8vo,  400  pages,  75.  6d. 


*«,*  The  object  of  this  Work  is  to  give  Both  Sides  of  the  Story.  The  Artist  has  ffone 
over  the  entire  ground  of  Continental  and  English  Caricatures  for  the  last  third  of  a 
century,  and  a  very  interesting  book  is  the  result. 


A  Nineteen  Years' 

gathering  of  the  BEST  HUMOUR,  the  WITTIEST  SAYINGS,  the 
Drollest  Quips,  and  the  Best  Things  of  THACKERAY,  HOOD,  MAY- 
HEW,  ALBERT  SMITH,  A'BECKETT,  ROBERT  BROUGH,  1835-1853. 
With  nearly  Two  Thousand  Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings  by 
the  inimitable  CRUIKSHANK,  HINE,  LANDELLS,  &c.  Two  Series, 

Crown  8vo, 
each  of  600 
pages,  price 
js.  6d.  each. 
%*  A  most  ex 
traordinary  ga 
thering     of    the 
best     wit      and 
humour   of    the 
past    half  -  cen 
tury.      Seaders 
can  pur  chase  one 
Series  and  judge 
for     themselves. 
'The  work  forms 
a  "Comic  His 
tory      of    Eng 
land"  for  twenty 
years. 

JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN,  74  AND  75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDON. 


Very   Important   New   Books. 


THE  FAMOUS    "DOCTOR   SYNTAX'S"   THREE  TOURS. 

One  of  the  most  amusing  and  Laughable  Books  ever  published. 

WlTH  THE  WHOLE  OF  KoWLANDSON'S  VERT  DROLL  PULL-PAGE 

ILLUSTRATIONS,  IN  COLOURS,  AFTER  THE  ORIGINAL  DRAWINGS. 

Comprising  the  well-known  TOURS — 
i.  In  Search  of  the  Picturesque.        |        2.  In  Search  of  Consolation 

3.  In  Search  of  a  Wife. 

The  Three  Series  Complete  and  Unabridged  in  One  Handsome  Volume, 
with  a  Life  of  this  industrious  Author — the  English  Le  Sage — now  first 
written  by  JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN.  This  Edition  contains  the  whole 
of  the  original,  hitherto  sold  for  31$.  6d.,  now  published  at  73.  6d.  only. 

UNIFORM  WITH  "  WONDERFUL  CHARACTERS." 

REMARKABLE  TRIALS  AND  NOTORIOUS  CHARACTER®. 

From  "  Half-Hanged  Smuh,"  1700,  to  Oxford  who  shot  at  the 
Queen,  1840.  By  CAPTAIN  L.  BENSON.  With  spirited  full-page 
Engravings  by  PHIZ.  8vo,  550  pages,  73.  6d< 


***  A  Complete  Library  of  Sensation  Literature  !  There  are  plots  enough  her^ 
to  produce  a  hundred  "exciting"  Novels,  and  at  least  Jive  hundred  "powerful'* 
Magazine  Stories.  The  book  will  be  appreciated  by  all  readers  ivhose  taste  lies  in  thi9 
direction.  Phiz's  pictures  are  fully  equal  to  those  in  "Master  Humphrey's  Clock." 


A  Keepsake  for 
"THE  SMOKER'S  TEXT-BOOK.1 

Exquisitely  printed  from  "  silver- 
faced  "  type,  cloth,  very  neat,  gilt 
edges,  2s.  6cL,  post  free. 
"A  pipe  is  a  great  comforter,  a  pleasant 
soother.    The  man  who  smokes,  thinks 
like  a  sage,  and  acts  like  a  Samaritan." 
—  Sulwer. 
"A  tiny  volume,  dedicated  to  the  vota 
ries  of  the  weed  ;  beautifully  printed  on 
toned  paper,  in,  we  believe,  the  smallest 
type  ever  made  (cast  especially  for  show 
at  the  Great  Exhibition  in  Hyde  Park), 
but  very  clear,  notwithstanding  its  mi 
nuteness.  .  .  .  The  pages  sing,  in  various 
styles,  the  praises  of  tobacco.    Amongst 
the  writers  laid  under  contribution  are 
Bulwer,  Kingsley,  Charles  Lamb,  Thack- 
erav,  Isaac  Browr.e,  Cowper,  and  Byron." 
—  The  Field. 

Smokers. 
'    By  J.  HAMER,  F.E.S.D. 

18 

THE   TRUE  CONSOLER. 

TTJE  who  doth  not  smoke  hath   eitho 
-11     known  no  great  griefs,  or  refuseth 
',  himself  the  softest  consolation,  next  ta 
that  which  coroes  from  heaven     "What, 
•ofter  than  woman!"  whispers  the  young 

well  "as  console!  '  Woman  nTakes  half  t     I 
Borrows  -which  ^ne  boasts  the  privilege 
•oothe      Woman  consoles  us.  it  is  Ir 
while  we  are  y..';n-  ai,,l  imii.l-ome;  whe 

•colds  us    On  the  whole,  then,  woman    u 

out  thy  balance,  and  weigh  them  hot 

all  I  can  say  is,  the  neit  time  Juno  ruttl 
thee—  O  Jupiter  !  try  the  weed. 
BULWEB'S  ••  What  wil  he  da  with  U 

JOHN  GARDEN  HOTTEN,  ^  AND  75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDON. 


Very   Important  New  Books. 


HISTORY  OF  CARICATURE  AND   THE  GROTESQUE  in 

Art,  Literature,  Sculpture,  and  Painting,  from  the  Earliest  Times 
to  the  Present  Day.  By  THOMAS  WRIGHT,  F.S.A.  (Author  of  "  A 
Caricature  History  of  the  Georges.")  4to,  profusely  illustrated  by 
FAIRBOLT.  2is. 

***  A  valuable  historical,  and  at  the  same  time  most  entertaining  work.  The  author's 
first  idea  was  to  call  it  a  "  History  of  Comic  Literature  and  Art  in  Great  Britain." 
The  illustrations  are  full  of  interest. 


GBOEGE  III.  WOKDERING  HOW  THE  APPLES  GOT  INSIDE  THE 

CARICATURE  HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES  (House  of 

Hanover).  Very  Entertaining  Book  of  640  pages,  with  400  Pic 
tures,  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Broadsides,  Window  Pictures.  By  T. 
WRIGHT,  F.S.A.  73.  6d. 

***  Companion  Volume  to  "  History  of  Signboards."  Reviewed  in  almost  every 
English  journal  with  the  highest  approbation. 

"  A  set  of  caricatures  such  as  we  have  in  Mr.  Wright's  volume  brings  the 
surface  of  the  age  before  us  with  a  vividness  that  no  prose  writer,  even  of  the 
highest  power,  could  emulate.  Macaulay's  most  brilliant  sentence  is  weak  by 
the  side  of  the  little  woodcut  from  Gillray,  which  gives  us  Burke  and  Fox."— 
Saturday  Review. 

"  A  more  amusing  work  of  its  kind  was  never  issued." — Art  Journal. 

"  Iii  is  •emphatically  one  of  the  liveliest  of  books,  as  also  one  of  the  most 
interesting.  It  has  the  twofold  merit  of  being  at  once  amusing  and  cdif5'ing. 
The  600  odd  pages  which  make  up  the  goodly  volume  are  doubly  enhanced  by 
some  400  illustrations,  of  which  a  dozen  are  full-page  ones."— Morning  Post. 

LARGE-PAPER  EDITION,  4to,  only  100  printed,  on  extra  fine  paper, 
wide  margins,  for  the  lovers  of  choice  books,  with  extra  Portraits,  half 
morocco  (a  capital  book  to  illustrate)  30$. 

A  Companion  Table  Book  to  "  Leech's  Sketches." 

MAIDEN  HOURS  AND  MAIDEN  WILES.      Designed  by 

"BEAUJOLAIS"  (CAPTAIN  HANS  BUSK).  A  SERIES  OF  RE 
MARKABLY  CLEVER  SKETCHES,  showing  the  Occupations  of  a 
Fashionable  Young  Lady  at  All  Hours  of  the  Day,  With  appro1 
priate  Text.  Folio,  half  morocco,  blue  and  gold,  gilt  edges,  IDS.  6d\ 

JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN,  74  AND  75^  PICCADILLY,  LONDON. 


Very   Important  New   Books. 


PIERCE  EGAN'S   "FINISH"  TO  "LIFE  IN  AND  OUT  OF 

LONDON"    Royal  8vo,  cloth  extra,  WITH  SPIRITED  COLOURED 

ILLUSTRATIONS  BY  CRUIKSHANK,  215. 

%*  An  extraordinary  picture  of  "  LONDON"  BY  NIGHT"  in  the  days  of  George  the 
Fourth.  All  the  strange  places  of  Amusement  around  Covent  Garden  and  in  St. 
James's  are  fully  described,  and  very  queer  places  they  were  too  ! 

LIFE  IN  LONDON ;  or,  The  Day  arid  Night  Scenes  of 

Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian  Tom.  Crown  8vo.  WITH  THE 
WHOLE  OF  CR'UIKSHANK'S  VERY  DROLL  ILLUSTRATIONS,  IN 
COLOURS,  AFTER  THE  ORIGINALS.  Cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 


TOM  Ain>  JERKY  TAKIN&  A 


*ii,*  One  of  the  most  popular  books  ever  issued.  It  was  an  immense  favourite  with 
George  IV.,  and  as  a  picture  of  London  life  fifty  years  ago  was  often  quoted  by  Thack 
eray,  who  devotes  one  of  his  '"Roundabout  Papers"  to  a  description  of  it.  Clean 
Second-hand  copies  of  this  work  always  realize  from  £i  to  £2. 


VYNER'S    NOTITIA    VENATICA  :    A    Treatise  on 

Hunting,  the  General  Management  of  Hounds,  and  the  Diseases  of 
Dogs  ;  Distemper  and  Rabies  ;  Kennel  Lameness,  fyc.  Sixth  Edition, 
Enlarged.  By  EGBERT  C.  VYNER,  Esq.,  of  Eathorpe  Hall,  War 
wickshire.  Royal  8vo.  WITH  SPIRITED  ILLUSTRATIONS  IN 
COLOURS,  BY  ALKEN,  OF  MEMORABLE  FOX-HUNTING  SCENES,  sis. 

%*  An  'Entirely  New  Edition  of  the  best  work  extant  upon  Fox-Hunting. 
"TOM   SMITH." 

REMINISCENCES   OF  THE  LATE   THOMAS  ASSHETON 

SMITH,  Esq.;  or,  The  Pursuits  of  an  English  Country  Gentleman. 
By  SIR  JOHN  E.  EARDLEY  WILMOT,  Bart.  With  Illustrations 
COLOURED  and  PLAIN.  New  Edition,  (uniform  with  Nimrod'a 
"Chase,  Turf,  and  Road.  Price  73.  6d. 

FINE  OLD  HUNTING  BOOKS,  with  Coloured  Plates. 

MR.  JORROCKS'S  JAUNTS  AND  JOLLITIES. 
LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  JACK  MYTTON. 
ANALYSIS  OF  THE  HUNTING  FIELD. 
LIFE  OF  A  SPORTSMAN.    By  NIMROD. 
t°  Mr.  Hotten  DIRECT/OP  these  books. 


JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN,  74  AND  75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDON. 


Very  Important  New  Sooks. 


WORKS     BY    MARK    TWAIN. 

WIDELY  KNOWIT  POE  THBIB  FBESH  AND  DELIGHTFUL  HUMOUE. 


I.— PLEASURE  TRIP  ON  THE  CONTINENT  OF  EUROPE. 

By  MARK  TWAIN.    500  pages,  25. ;  or  in  cloth,  35. 

%*  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP  is  also  issued  in  two-vol.  form  under 
the  title  of 

2.— "THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD."      By  MAKE  TWAIN. 

TEE  VOYAGE  OUT.    Cloth,  neat,  fine  toned  paper,  "SUPERIOR 
EDITION,"  35.  6d. ;  or  in  paper,  is. 

3.— THE  NEW  PILGRIM'S  PROGRESS.     By  MARK  TWAIN. 

THE  VO  YA GE  HOME.    Cloth,  neat,  fine  toned  paper,  ' '  SUPERIOR 

EDITION,"  ,35.  6d.  ;  or  in  paper,  is. 

%*  Readers  who  approved  of  this  Author's  quaint  story  of  "  The  Jumping  Frog" 
Kill  be  very  well  satisfied  u-ith  the  "  New  Pilgrim's  Progress  :"  there  has  been  no  work 
like  it  issued  here  for  years. 

^BURLESQUE  "  AUTOBTOG~RAP~HY,"  "FIRST  ME 
DIEVAL  ROMANCE,"  AND  "ON  CHLIDREN."  By  MARK 
TWAIN.  6d, 


5.—THE  JUMPING  FROG,  and  other  Humorous  Sketches. 

By  MARK  TWAIN,    is. 

"An  inimitably  funny  book."— Saturday  Review. 

6. — EYE-OPENERS.  A  volume  of  immensely  Funny 
Sayings,  and  Stories  that  will  bring  a  smile  upon  the  gruffest 
countenance.  By  the  celebrated  MARK  TWAIN.  Cloth,  neat,  2s.  6d. ; 
Cheap  Paper  Edition,  is. 

7.__ SCREAMERS.  A  Gathering  of  Delicious  Bits  and 
Short  Stories,  by  the  renowned  MARK  TWAIN.  Cloth,  neat,  2s.  6d. ; 
Cheap  Paper  Edition,  is. 

JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN,  74  AND  75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDON. 


Very  Important  New  Books. 


WORKS  OF  THE  LATE  ARTEMUS  WARD. 

New  Edition,  price  is.  •  by  post  is.  zd. 

ARTEMUS  WARD:  HIS  BOOK.     The  Author's  Enlarged 

Edition.    With  Notes  and  Introduction,  by  the  Editor  of  the    "  Biglow 
Papers."    One  of  the  wittiest,  and  certainly  one  of  the  most  mirth-provok 
ing  book,  published  for  many  years.  Containing  the  whole  of  the  Original, 
with  the  following  extra  chapters  :  —  Babes  in  the  Wood  ;  Tavern  Accom 
modation,  Betsy-Jain-  Re-Orgunized  ;   A.  Ward's   First  Umbrella  ;  Brig- 
ham  Young's  Wives  ;  Artemus  Ward's  Brother  ;  Mormon  Bill  of  Fare. 
NOTICE.—  Mr.  Eotten'a  Edition  is  the  only  one  published  in  this  country  with  tJte 
sanction  of  the  Author. 

The  Saturday  Review  says  of  Mr.  Hotten's  edition  :  "  The  author  combines  the  powers  o 
Thackeray  with  those  of  Albert  Smith.  The  salt  is  rubbed  in  by  a  native  hand—  one  which 
has  the  gift  of  tickling  " 

"  We  never,  not  even  in  the  pages  of  our  best  humorists,  read  anything  eo  laughable  and  so 
shrewd  as  we  have  seen  in  this  book  by  the  mirthful  Artemus."—  Public  Opinion. 

ARTEMUS  WARD:   His   Travels  Among   the  Mormons 

and  on  the  Rampage.    Edited  by  E.  P.  HINGSTOJT,  the  Agent  nnd  Companion 
of  A.  WABD  whilst  "on  the  Rampage."  New  Edition,  price  is. 
*  **  So  me  of  Artemus'  s  most  mirth-provoking  papers  are  to  be  found  in  this  book.    The 

chapters  upon  the  Mormons  will  unbend  the  sternest  countenance.    As  bits  of  fun  they 

are  IMMENSE  ! 

ARTEMUS   WARD  AMONG    THE  FENIANS:    with   the 

Showman's  Experiences  of  Life  at  Washington,  and  Military  Ardour  at  Saldins- 
ville.  Toned  paper,  price  6d.  ;  by  post  7^. 

ARTEMUS  WARD'S  LECTURE  AT  THE  EGYPTIAN  HALL, 

with  the  Panorama.  Edited  by  the  late  T.  W.  ROBERTSON  (Author  of 
"Caste,"  "Ours,"  "Society,"  &c.)  and  E.  P.  HINGSTON.  Small  4to, 
exquisitely  printed,  bound  in  green  and  gold,  with  NUMEROUS  TINTED  ILLUS 
TRATIONS,  price  6s. 

"  Mr.  Hotten  has  conceived  the  happy  idea  of  printing  Artemus  Ward's  '  Lecture  '  in  such  a 
way  as  to  afford  the  reader  an  accurate  notion  of  the  emphasis,  by-play,  &c.,  with  which  it  was1 
delivered.  We  have  no  hesitation  in  saying  that  Mr.  Hotten  has  almost  restored  the  great 
humourist  to  the  flesh."—  Daily  Telegraph. 


The  tomahawk  fell  from  our  hands  as  we  roared  with  laughter  —  the  pipe  of  peace  slipped 
from  between  our  lips  as  our  eyes  filled  with  tears  r  Laughter  for  Artemus's  wit—  tears  for  hia 
untimely  death  !  This  book  is  a  record  of  both.  Those  who  never  saw  Artemus  in  the  flesh, 


let  them  read  of  him  in  the  spirit."  —  Tomahaiyk. 

"It  actually  reproduces  Ward's  Lecture,  which  was  brimful  of  first-class  wit  and  humour."— 
Daily  NMS. 

"  It  keeps  you  in  fits  of  laughter."—  Leader. 

"One  of  the  choice  and  curious  volumes  for  the  issue  of  which  Mr.  Hotten  has  become  famous." 
—City  Press. 

"  The  Lecture  is  not  alone  droll  :  it  is  full  of  information."—  Examiner. 

"  It  adds  one  to  our  books  of  genuine  fun."  —  Sunday  Times. 

i2mo,  200  pages,  is.  6d.  ;  or  cloth,  neat,  zs. 

ARTEMUS  WARD  IN  LONDON.     Comprising  the  Letters 

to  "Punch,"  and  other  Humorous  Papers,  now  first  collected. 
***  Contains  some  quaint  and  humorous  compositions  which,  were  found  upon  the 
author's  table  after  his  decease. 

AfrTEMUS    WARD,    Complete.      The  Works  of  CHARLES 

FAIRER  BROWNE,  better  known  as  "ARTEMUS  WARD,"  now  first  collected. 
Crown  8vo,  with  fine  Portrait,  facsimile  of  handwriting,  &c.,  540  pages, 
cloth  neat,  78.  6d. 

%•  Comprises  all  that  the  humourist  has  written  in  England  or  America.  Adnrirert 
if  poor  Artemus  Ward  will  be  glad  to  possess  his  writings  in  a  complete  form. 

JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN,  74  AND  75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDON. 


Very   Important  New  Books. 


Hotten's  " Golden  Library" 

OF    THE    BEST   AUTHORS. 

***  A  charming  collection  of  Standard  and  Favourite  Works,  elegantly 
priced  in  Handy  Volumes,  uniform  with  the  Tauchnitz  Series,  and  pub 
lished  at  exceedingly  loiv  prices.  The  New  Volumes  are : — 

ROGHEFOUOAULD.  —Reflections  and  Moral  Maxims,   is. ; 

cloth,  is.  6d.    Essay  by  SAINTE-BEUVE. 

SHELLEY, Poetical  Works.    From  the  Author's 

Original  Editions.  First  Series,  QUEEN  MAB 
and  EARLY  POEMS,    is.  3d. ;  in  cloth,  2s.  2d. 

HQLMES.~-         Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Table. 

is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

THE  CLERGY. The  Book  of  Clerical  Anecdotes  and 

Pulpit  Eccentricities,  is.  4$. ;  cloth,  is.  10$. 

CHARLES  LAMB. The    Essays   of  Ella.      Complete. 

Both  Series,     is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 
DICKENS.-        ^^Life.     By  the  Author  of  the  "  Life  of 

Thackeray."    2s. 

DICKENS. Speeches  upon  Literary  and  Social 

Topics.     2s, 
"His  Speeches  are  as  good  as  any  of  his  printed  writings."— The  Times. 

ARTEMUS    WARD.— In    London;    with    the    "PUNCH" 

Letters,    is.  6d. ;  cloth,  2s. 

TENNYSON.  — Old  Prose  Stories' of  Idylls  of  the 

King.     is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

DISRAELI'S,  GLADSTONE'S,  AND  BRIGHT'S  SPEECHES 

in  separate  vols.,  at  is.  4$. ;  cloth,  is.  lod. 
Comprise  all  the  Important  Speeches  of  these  Statesmen  during  the  past  25  years. 

CARL  YLE.  -  —On  the  Choice  of  Boohs.  i*.;cl.  is.6d. 

Should  be  read  and  re-read  by  every  young  man  in  tJie  three  kingdoms. 

'HOLMES.  -  —Professor  at  the  Breakfast  Tabld. 

is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

LEIGH  HUiJT. Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,   and 

other  Essays,     is.  4$. ;  cloth,  is.  lod. 

HOOD.  - —  —Whims  and  Oddities.     ScTIllustra- 

tions.   2  Series,  Complete,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

LELAND.   •       Hans  Breitmann's^  Ballads,  Com- 

plete.     is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 
JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN,  74  AND  75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDON. 


Very  Important   New   Books. 


WORKS    BY    BRET     HARTE. 

KNOWIT  FOB  THEIB  EXQUISITE  PATHOS  AND  DELIGHTFUL  HtmoTTB. 

j§§"  BLACKWOOD'S  MAGAZINE  goes  into  raptures  over  this  Author,  and  gives  page 
after  page  to  prove  that  he  is  a  literary  star  of  undoubted  brilliancy. 

1.  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP,  and   other  Stories.     By 

BRET  HARTE.  Crown  8vo,  toned  paper,  35. 6d. ;  a  paper  edition,  is. 
%*  T7ie  "Saturday  Review  "  devoted  three  columns  to  the  praise  of  these  marvel 
lous  stories.   "  Chambers's  Journal  "  gives  several  pages  under  the  heading,  "  A  New 
Transatlantic  Genius."     The  "Spectator"  is  delighted  with  this  new  author ;  and 
readers  are  everywhere  asking  for  his  books. 

2.  THA  T  HEA  THEN  CHINEE,  and  other  Humorous  Poems. 

By  BRET  HARTE.    Cloth,  very  neat,  as.  6d. ;  paper,  is.  6d. 

%*  An  entirely  new  style  of  humour.  Since  the  publication  of  these  poems  in  this 
tountry,  extracts  from  them  have  been  copied  and  re-copied  into  eoery  newspaper  through 
out  the  country,  giving  the  public  an  infinity  of  delight, 

^SENSATTON~~NO I/ ELS.       Condensed  by  BEET  HARTE. 

Price  2S.  6cL,  cloth,  neat ;  or  in  paper,  is.  6d. 

*  *  .4  most  enjoyable  book.  Here  are  the  titles  of  some  of  the  "  Sensation  Novels  :" 
SEI/INA.  SEDILIA  :  by  Miss  M.  E.  B-dd-n  and  Mis.  H-n-y  W-d.  FANTINE  : 
efter  the  French  of  Victor  Hugo.  TEKENCE  DEUVILLE  :  by  Ch-l-s  L-v-r.  THB 
DWELLEE  on  THE  THRESHOLD  :  by  Sir  Ed-d  L-tt-n  B-lw-r.  THE  NINETY-NINB 
GUABDSHEBT:  by  Al-x-a-d-r  D-m-s.  MB.  MIDSHIPMAN  BKEEZY,  A  Naval  Officer: 
by  Captain  M-rry-t,  R.N.  GUY  HEAVYSTONE;  or,  "ENTIKE:"  A  Muscular 
Novel:  by  the  Author  of  "  Sword  and  Gun."  THE  HAUNTED  MAN  :  A  Christ 
mas  Story:  by  Ch-r-s  D-c-k-ns.  MARY  McGiLLUP  :  A  Southern  Novel :  ai'ttr 
Belle  Boyd.  Miss  Mix  :  by  Ch-l-tte  Br-nte.  No  TITLE  :  by  W-lk-e  C-ll-ns. 

4.  LOTH  AW :  or,  The  Adventures  of  a  Young  Gentleman 

in  Search  of  a  Religion.  By  Mr.  BENJAMINS  (Bret  HarteJ.  Prico 
6d.  Curiously  Illustrated. 

%*  A  most  mirth-making  little  volume.  Readers  of  a  recent  popular  novel  will  enjoy 
'<t  with  considerable  relish.  It  is  so  droll,  so  entirely  new,  that  it  cannot  fail  to  amuse. 

^Illustrated  Edition  of  THAT  HEATHEN~CHINlE^and 

Poems.  By  BRET  HARTE.  With  "  That  Heathen  Chinee  "  set  to 
Music  by  STEPHEN  TUCKER,  Author  of  "  Beautiful  Isle  of  the  Sea." 
Cloth,  very  neat ,  35.  6d. 

%*  These  are  the  Illustrations  which  have  so  tickled  our  American  cousins.  There's 
a  tort  of  '•'kick-up-your-heels"  delight  about  them.  In  a  word,  they're  immense  ! 

6.  EAST  AND   WEST.     The  New  Volume  of  Verse.     By 
BRET  HARTE,  Author  of  "  That  Heathen  Chinee."     Cloth,  very 
neat,  2s.  6d. ;  or  in  paper,  is. 
%*  Readers  who  found  pleasure  in  reading  this  Author's  first  books  will  not  ba 

Disappointed  with  this  new  work. 

COMPANION  TO  BRET  HARTE'S  "  HEATHEN  CHINEE." 

LITTLE  BREECHES,  and  other  Pieces,  Descriptive  and 

Pathetic.    By  Col.  JOHN  HAT.    Cloth,  neat,  as.  6d. ;  in  paper,  is.  6d. 
%*  The  dramatic  fire  and  vigour  of  these  PIKE  CO  UNTY  BALLADS  will  startle 
English  readers.  The  laU  lines  of  the  first  ballad  are  simply  terrific, — something  entirely 
different  from,  what  any  English  author  would  dream  of,  much  less  put  on  paper. 

*    JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN,  74  AND  75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDON. 


